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ROMEO AND JULIET.

PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.
ESCALUS, prince of Verona.
PARIS, a young nobleman, kinsman to the prince,MONTAGUE, 1 heads of two houses, at variance
CAPULET, f with each other.
An Old Man, uncle to Capulet.
ROMEO, son to Montague.
MERCUTIO, kinsman to the prince, and friend to

Romeo.
BENVOLIO, nephew to Montague, and friend to

Romeo.
TYBALT, nephew to Lady Capulet."
Friar LAURENCE, a Franciscan.
Friar JOHN, of the same order.
BALTHASAR, servant to Romee.
SAMPSON, 1 . . ^ ,GREGORY, f

servants to Capulet.

ABRAM, servant to Montague.
An Apothecary.
Three Musicians.
Chorus. Boy; Page to Paria; Peter j an Officer.

Lady MONTAGUE, wife to Montague.
Lady CAPULET, wife to Capulet.
JULIET, daughter to Capulet.
Nurse to Juliet.

Citizens of Verona ; several Men and Women, re-
lations to both houses

; Maskers, Guards,
Watchmen, and Attendants.

Scene,~duTing the greater part of the Ptmf» in
Ft7ma\ once in the fifth Act, at Mantua,







UOMEO AKD JULIET.

PROLOGUE.

Two households, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene.

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny.

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A p^r of star-cross'd lovers take their life

;

Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows

Do, with their death, bury their parents' strife.

The fearful passage of their death-mark*d love.

And the continuance of their parents' rage,

Which.but their children'send.nought could remove.

Is now the two hours' traffick of our stage
;

The which if you with patient ears attend.

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.

ACT I. SCENE I.

A puhlick place.

EnicT SAMPSON and GREGORY, armed with

Swords and bucklers.

Sam, Gregory, o'my word, we'll not carry coals.

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers.

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw.
Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of

the collar.

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved.
Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me.
Gre. To move, is—to stir ; and to be valiant, is

—to stand to it : therefore, if thou art moved, thou

Tunn'st away.
Sam, A dog of that house shall move me to stand

:
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I will take the wall of any man or maid of Mor
tague's.

Gre. That shows t'nee a weak slave : for tie
weakest goes to the wall.
Sam. True ; and therefore women^ hein-r the

weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall--.
therefore I will push Montague's men from tie
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall.

Gre. The quarrel is between oui- masters, and us
their men.
Sam. 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant-

when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel
with the maids ; I will cut off their heads.

Ore. The heads of the maids ?

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden-
heads ; take it in what sense thou wilt.

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to
stand : and, 'tis known, I am a pretty piece of fleah.

Gre. 'Tis well, thou art not fish ; if thou hadst*
thou hadst been Poor John. Draw thy tool: here
comes two of the house of the Montagues.

Snter ABRAM and BALTHASAR.
Sam. My naked weapon is out

; quarrel, I will
back thee.

Gre. How? turn thy back, and run?
Sam. Fear me not.
Gre. No, marry : I fear thee !

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides; let them
begin.

Gre. I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them
take it as they list.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb
at them; which is a disgrace to them, if they
bear it.

^5r. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir.

-^4r. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ?

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I sav—av '

Gre. No.
'

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you,
sir; but I bite my thumlj, sir.

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir?
.^5r. Quarrel, sir? no, sir.

Sam. If you do, sir, I am fcjr you.; I serve as
good a man as you.
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Abr. No better.

Satn. Well, sir.

Enter BENVOLIO, at a distance.

Gtt. Say—better ; here conies one of my maater's

kinsmen.
Sam. Yea, better, sir.

Abr. You lie.

Sara. Draw, if you be men.—Gregory, remember
thy swashing blow. \Tkey fight.

Bert. Part, fools
;
put up your swords ; you know

not what you do. \^ISeats down their swords.

Enter TYBALT.
Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heart-

less hinds 1

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death.

Ben, I do hut keep the peace
;
put up thy sword.

Or manage it to part these men with me.
Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace ? I bate the

word,
As T hate hell, all Montagues, and thee :

Have at thee, coward. {.Theyfighi.

Enter several Purtizans of both houses, who join the

fray ; then enter Citizens, with clubs. .

1 Cit. Clubs, bills, and partizans ! strike! beat
them down 1

Down with the Capulets ! down with the Montagues!

Enter CAPULET, in his gown ; and Lady
CAPULET.

Cap. What noise is this !—Give me my long
sword, ho !

La. Cap. A crutch, a cruteh !—Why call you for

a swoid ?

Cnp. My sword, I say !— Old Montague is come.
And flourishes his blade in spite of me.

Enter MONTAGUE andLady MONTAGUE.
Mon. Thou villain, Capulet,—Hold me not, let

me go.

La. Mon. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seekafoe.

Enter Prince, with Attendants.

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,

Profauers of this neighbour-stained steel,—
182
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Will they not hear?—what ho! you men, you
beastSj

—

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage
With pui"ple fountains issuing {torn your veins.

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands
Throw your niis-temper'd weapons to the ground,
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.

—

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy w©rd.
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague,
Have thrice disturbed the quiet of our streets ;

And made Verona's ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments.
To wield old partizans, in hands as old,

Canker'd with peace, to part your cankered hate ;

If ever you disturb our streets again.
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this time, all the rest depart away

;

You, Capulet, shall go along with me
;

And, Montague, come you this afternoon.

To know our further pleasure in this case.

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place.
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

\_EA-cunt Prince, and attendants
; Capulet,

Lady Capulet, 7'ybaU, Citizens, arid Ser~

vants.
I

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach 1—
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began t

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary.
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach

:

I drew to part them ; in the instant came
The fiery 'I'yhalt, with his sword prepar'd;
Which, as he breath 'd defiance to my ears.

He swung about his head, and cut the winds,
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn :

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows.
Came more and more, and fought on part and pai't,

Till the prince came, who parted either part.

La. Mon. O, [where is Romeo!—saw you him
to-day?

Right glad I am, he was not at this fray.

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east,

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad
;

Where,—underneath the grove of sycamore.
That westward rooteth from the city's side,—
So early walking did I see your son :

Towards him I made \ but he was 'ware of me,
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And stole into the covert of the wood

:

I, measuring his affections by ray own,

—

That most are busied when they are most aloce,—

Pursu'd ray liumour, not pursuing his,

And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me.

Mon. Many a morning halh he there heen seen.

With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew.
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs

:

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun

Should in the furthest east begin to draw
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed.

Away from light steals home my heavy son.

And private in his chamber pens himself;

Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out, ]

And makes himself an artificial night

:

Black and portentous must this humour prove.

Unless good counsel may the cause remove.

Bm. My noble uncle, do you know the cause?

Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn of him.

£ef2. Have you imp6rtun'd him by any means?
Mon. Both by myself, and many other frieiids ;

But he, his own affections' counsellor,

le to himself—I ivill not say, how true-
But to himself so secret and so close.

So far from sounding and discovery.

As is the bud bit with an envious worm.
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate His beauty to the sun.

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow,

"VVe would as willingly give cure, as know.

Enter ROMEO, ai a distance.

Ben, See, where he comes : So please you, step

aside

;

I'll know his grievance, or be much denied.

A/o«. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay.

To hear true shrift.—Come, madam, let's away.
\^E2'eunt Montague and Lady.

Ben. Good morrow, cousin.

Rom. Is the day so young 1

Ben. But new struck nine.

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long.

Was that my father that went hence so fast ?

Ben. It was :—What sadness lengthens Romeo's
hours ?

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes
them short.
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Ben. In love?
Rom. Out

—

Sen. Of love?
Rom. Out of her favour, where I am In love.
Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view.

Should he so tyrannous and rough in proof!
Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still,

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will!
Where shall we dine?—O me!—What fray was

here ?

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love :—
Why then, O brawling love ! O loving hate !

O any thing, of nothing first create

!

O heavy lightness ! serious vanity !

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms !

Feather of lead, bright smolte, cold fire, sick health

!

Still-waldng sleep, that is not what it is I

—

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.
Dost thou not laugh ?

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep.
Rom. Good heart, at what?
Ben. At thy good heart's oppression!
Rom. Why, such is love's transgression,—

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast

;

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast showa>
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.

"

Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs
;

Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes
;

Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears:
What is it else ? a madness most discreet,
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.
Farewell, my coz. \_Goifig,
Ben. Soft, I will go along

;

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.
Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here;

This is not Romeo, he's some other where.
Ben. Tell me in sadness, who she is you lore.

'

Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ?

Ben. Groan? why, nof
But sadly tell me, who.
Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will :—

Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill !—
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.
Ben. I aim'd so aear, when I supposed yo*
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Rom. A light good marks-man !—And she's fair

I love.

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit

With Cupid's arrow, she hath Diaii's wit

;

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd,
From love's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd.
She will not stay the siege of loving terms.
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes.

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold :

O, she is rich in beauty
;
only poor.

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.

Ben. Then she hath swornj that she will still live

chaste 1

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge
waste ;

For beauty, starv'd with her severity.

Cuts beauty off from all posterity.

She is too fair, too wise
;
wisely too fair.

To merit bliss by making me despair :

She hath forsworn to love; and, in that vow.
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her.

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think.

Ben. By giving libarty unto thine eyeaj
Examine other beanties.

Rom. 'Tig the way
To call hers, exquisite, in question more

:

These happy masks, that ktss fair ladies* brows.
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ;

He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget

The precious treasure of hia eyesight lost

:

Show me a mistress that is passing fair.

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note.

Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair?

Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget.

Bm. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt.

SCENE II.

A street.

Enter CAPULET, PARIS, and Servant.

Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I>

In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think.

For men so old as we to keep the peace.
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Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both
;And pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds so long.

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit?
Cap. But saying o'er what I have said be-

fore

;

My child is yet a stranger in the world.
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years

;Let two more summers wither in their pride,
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.
Par, Younger than she are happy mothers made.
Cap. And too soon marr'd are those ao early

made.
The earrfi hath swallow'd all my hopes but she,
She is the hopeful lady of my earth

:

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart.My will to her consent is but a part

;

An she agree, within her scope of choice
Lies my consent and fair according voice.
This night I hold an old accustom'd feast.
Whereto I have invited many a guest.
Such as I love ; and you, among the store.
One more, most welcome, makes my number

more.
At my poor house, look to behold this night
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light:
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel
When well-apparell'd April on the heel
Of limping winter treads, even such delight
Among fresh female buds shall you this night
Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see.
And like her most, whose merit most shall be :

Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one.
May sta;nd in number, though in reckoning none.
Come, go with me Go, sirrah, trudge about
Through fair Verona ; find those persona out.
Whose names are written there, \Gwes a paper.]

and to them say.
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay.

[E.veunt Capulet and Paris,
iierv Find them out, whose nam*s are written

jJi
'® written—that the shoemaker should

meddle with his yard , and the tailor with his last,
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his
nets

; but I am sent to find those persons, whose
names are here writ, and can never find what
names the writing person hath here writ. I muat
to the learned In good time.
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Enter BENVOLIO and ROMEO.

Ben. Tut, man! one fire barns out another's

burning,
One pain is lessen'd by another s anguish ;

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ;

One desperate grief cures with another's languish :

Take thou some new infection to thy eye.

And the ranlt poison of the old will die.

Rom, Your plantain leaf is excellent for that.

Ben. For what, I pray tliee?

Jiom, For your broken shin.

Ben, Why, Romeo, art thou mad?
Rum. Not mad, but bound more than a mad-

man is : .

Shut up in prison: kept without my food,

Whipp'd, and tcfVmented, and—Good-e en, good

fellow.

Sen. God gi' good e'en .—I pray, air, can you readT

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.

Serv. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book

:

But, I pray, can you read any thing you see ?

Rom. Ay, it I know the letters, and the language.

Serv. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry !

Rom. Stay, fellow ; I can read. [Reads.

Signmr Martina, and his wife, and daughters;

Count)/ /Inselme, and hii beauteous sisters ; The lady

mdom of yitrumo
;
Signior Placentio, and his loMly

nieces; Merculio, and his brother f-alentme; Mtne

uncle Capulet, his wife, and daughters; Myfair niece

Rosaline ; Livia
;

Signior ^atentio, and his cousin

Tybalt ;
Lucio, and the lively Helena.

A fair assembly ;
[Oives bad the note.'] Whither

should they comet
Sere. Hp.
Rom. Whither?
Serv, To supper ; to our house.

Rom. Whose house?

Serv. My master's. r
Rom. Indeed, I should have ask'd you that before.

Serv. Now I'll tell you without asking : Mjr

master is the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not

of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and cruslr

a cup of wine. Rest you meny, \,t,3U.

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Uapulet s

Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov st

;
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With all the admired beauties of Verona :Go thither
;
and, with unattainted eye.

Compare her face with some that I shall show,
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fircs'l

Aiid these,—who, often drown'd, could never die -i
Transparent heretieks, be burnt for liars !

'

One fairer than my love! the all-seein" sun
Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun
.Sm Tut! you saw her fair, none else bciui; bv,

herself pois'd with herself in either eye :

But in those crystal scales, let there be weigh'd
Your lady's love against some other maid
That I will show you, shining at this feast.
And she s_hall,scant show well, that now shows best.

/ioM. I 11 go along, no such sight to be shown,
J5ut to rejoice in splendour of mine own. ^Exeunt.

SCENE III.

^ room in Capulei's house.

Enter Lady CAPULET and Nurse.
La. Cap. Nurse, where's my daughter ? call her

forth to me.
Nurse. Now, by my maiden-head,—at twelve

year old,

—

Ibade her come.—What, lamb I what, lady-bird I—tod forbid !—Where's this girl? what, Juliet!

Enter JULIET.
Jul. How now, who calls?
^"•se. Your mother.

viu': .„ , Madam, I am here.What IS your will ?

La. Cap This is the matter;—Nurse, give leave
a while.

We must talk in secret.—Nurse, come back again :Ihave remembcr'd me, thou shalt hear our counsel.
ITiou know'st, my daughter's of a pretty age.
Nurse. 'Faith, I can tell her ago unto an hour.
La. tap. She's not fourteen.
Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth,And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four,—She is not fourteen ; How long is it now

lo Lammas-tide?
La. Cap, A fortnight, and odd days.
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Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year,

Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen.

Susan and she,—God rest all Christian souls !

—

Were of an age.—Well, Susan is with God;
She was too good for me: But, as I said.

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen;

That shall she, marry; I remember it well.

'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years
;

And she was wean'd,— I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day:
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug,
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall.

My lord and you were then at Mantua:

—

Nay, I do bear a brain ;—but, as I said.

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool I

To see it tetchy, and fall out with tlie dug.
Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow.

To bid me trudge.
And since that time it is eleven years;

For then she could stand alone; nay, by the rood.

She could have run and waddled all about.

For even the day before, she broke her brow

:

And ihen my husband—God be with his soul

!

'A was a merry man;—took up the child :

Yea, quoth he, dosi thou fall upon thy face ?
Thou wilt fait backward, when thou host more wit ;

ffilt thou not, Julef and, by my holy-dam.
The pretty wretch left crying, and said

—

^y:
To see now, how a jes* shall come about

!

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it; Wilt thou not Jule f
quoth he

:

And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said—.^^y.

La. Cap. Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy

peace.
iVttrstf.Yas,madam; Yet I cann9t choose but laugh.

To think it should leave crying, and say

—

.^y :

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone;

A par'lous knock ; and it cried bitterly.

Yea, quoth my husband, /«/^'si upon thy face?
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com'st to age ;

JVilt thou not, Jule? it stinted, and said

—

Ay.
Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I.

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee ta

bis grao!



H ROMEO AND JULIET. Act 1.

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd •

An 1 might live to see thee married once,
1 have my wish.
La. Cap. Harry, that marry is the very theme

1 came to talk of :_Tell me, daughter Juliet,Mow stands your disposition to he married ?
Jul. It IS an honour, that I dream not of.
Nurse, An honour I were not I thine only nurse

1 d say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat'
is. Lap. Well, think of marriage now : youn.er

than you, "

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem.
Are made already mothers ; by my count
I was your mother much upon these years
i hat you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief:—Ihe valiant Paris seeks you for his loveAW A man, young lady ! lady, such a man.As all the ivorld—Why, he's a man of wan.

/.o. Lap. Verona's summer hath not such a flower
Aarse. Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower
Lu. Lap. What say you ? can you love the

gentleman ?

This night you shall behold him at our feast-
Kead o'er the volume of young Paris' face.And find delight writ there with beauty's pen
txamine every married lineament,

'

And see how one another lends content

;

And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies,
I* ind written in the margin of his eyes.
This precious book of love, this unbound loyer,
i o beautify him, only lacks a cover ;

The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride,
t or fair without the fair within to hide ;

That book in many's eyes doth share the glory,
J hat in gold clasps locks in the golden story •

So shall you share all that he doth possess,
'

Jiy having him, making yourself no less.
Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger

; women grow by men.
i-a. Lap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris'

love I

Jul. I'll look to like, if looking likinf move •

But no more deep will I endart mine Ije,
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly.

Enter a Servant.
Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served

up, you call d, my young lady ask'd for, the nursa
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cnrsed in the pantry, and every tiling in ejlremity .

I m S hence to waii ; I beseech you, follow straight.

lTq,.,. We follow thee.-Jnliet, the county stays

.

NarJ. Go, girl, seek happy nights to ^^£^^1
SCENE IV.

A street.

enter BOMEO, MERCUTIO, BENVOMO, with

jive orsi.v Maskers. Torch-beards, and Others.

'Rom. What, shall this speech be spots for our

excuse ?

Or shall we on >vithout apology l

.

Bm. The date is out of snoh nrolmity :

We'll hare no Cupid hood-w.nk'd with a scarf.

Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath,

Scarin° the ladies like a crow-keeper ;

Nor nS without-book prologue, faintly spoke

After the prompter, for our entrance :

But, let them measure us by what they will.

We'll measure them a measure, and be
.

Lm Give me a torch,-! am notfor this ambling ,

Bein" but heavy, I will bear the light.

mr. Nay, gentle Romeo, we musthave j;ou dance.

£m. Nol l! believe me : you have dancing shofs.

With nimble soles
i

I have a soul ot lead.

So stakes me to the ground, I
'»'°"'>«."ftin™

Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid s wings.

And soar with them above a
''"""tf,

Rom. I am too sore enpieiced with h s shat.t.

To soar with his light feathers ;
and so bound,

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe ;

Tinder love's heavy burden do 1 sink.

mr And, to sink in it, should you burden love ;

Too oreat oppression tor a tender thing.

Rom Is love a lender thing! it is too rough.

Too rude, oo boisfrous; and it pricks like thorn

7/er. If ove be rough with you, be rough with love ,

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love iown.-

Give me a case to put my "^"^^i^^
„

A visor for a visor !_what care I,
.

What curious eye doth quote f=f°™"'?f/ma
Here are the beetle-brows shall blush for me.

Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner m.

But every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light o« heart.
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Tickle the senseless rushes mth their heels

:

t or I am provcrb'd with a grandsire phrase.—
1 Jl be a candle-holder, and look on,—
The ganre was ne'er so fair, and I am done.

Mer. Tut
! dun's the mouse, the constable's own

word :

If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mireOf this (save rertrence) love, wherein thou stick'stup to the ears—Come, we burn day-lioht, ho
«(Jm. Nay, that's not so.

°

off"'' . , , ' mean, sir, in delayWe waste our lights m vain, like lamps by day.
lake our good meaning; for our judgment sits
*ive times in that, ere once in our five wits
Jtom And we mean well, in going to this mask;But tis no wit to go.
Mer. Why, may ore ask?
/wm. 1 dreamt a dream to-night.

» «r „ so did I.
itom. Well, what was yours ?

, , . ,
'i\Ya.l dreamers often lie.

Kom. Jn bed, asleep, while they do dream <.V \^%
true.

Mer. O, thcn,I see, queen Mab hath been with you.She IS the fames' midwife
; and she comes

In shape no bigger than an agate-stone
On the fore-finger of an alderman.
Brawn with a team of little atomies
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep ;Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' less:
ITie cover, of the wings of grasshoppers :

1 he traces, of the smallest spider's web
1 he collars, of the moonshine's watry beams :
ilcr whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film -

Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat,
^ot hall so big as a round little worm
rnck d from the lazy finger of a maid •

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut.
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub,
Jime out of mind the fairies' coach-makers.And in this state she gallops night by night
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love:On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straigh t:O er awyers fingers, who straight dream on fees:Ocr ladies' lips, who sfraight on kisses dream;Which oft the angi-y Mab with blisters plagues,
JJecause their breaths with sweet-meats tinted are.
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Sometime she gallops o*er a courtier's nose.

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit:

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail,

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep.

Then dreams he of another benefice :

Someiime she driveth o'er a soldier's neclc.

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats.

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ;

And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two.
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab,
That plats the manes of horses in the night

;

And baVes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs.

Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes.
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs.

That presses them, and learns them first to bear.

Making them women of good carriage.

This, this is she

—

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace;
Thou talk'st of nothing.
Mer. True, I talk of dreams ;

Which are the children of an idle brain,

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy
;

Which is as thin of substance as the air
;

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes .

Even now the frozen bosom of the north.

And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence.

Turning his face to the dew-dropping south.

Ben. This wind you talk ofblows us from ourselves;

Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

liom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives.

Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars.

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date
With this night^ revels; and expire the term
Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast.

By some vile forfeit of untimely death :

But He, that hath the steerage of my course.

Direct my sail'.—On, lusty gentlemen.

Ben. Strike, drum. ' {Ea'eunt.

SCENE V.

^ hall in Capulel's house.

Musicians waiting. S?iier Servants.

1 ScTV. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take

away J he shift a trencher ! he scrape a trencher 1
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2 Serv. When good manners sKflII lie all in ona
or two men's hands, and they unwash'd too, 'tis a
foul thing,

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the
court-cupboard, look to the' plate :—good thou, save
me a piece of marchpane; and, as thou lovest me,
let the porter let in Susan Grindstone, and Nell.—
Antony! and Potpan

!

2 Serv, Ay, boy; ready.
1 Serv. You are look'd for, and call'd for, ask'd

for, and sought for, in the great chamber.
2 SeriK We cannot be here and there too

Cheerly, boys ; be brisk a while, and the longer
liver take all. [Thet/ retire behind.

Enter CAPULET, ^c. with the Guests, and
the Maskers.

Cap. Gentlemen, welcome ! ladies, that have
their toes

Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you ;—
Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all
Will now deny to dnnce ? she that makes dainty,

she,
I'll swear, hath corns ; Am I come near you now ?
You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day.
That I have worn a visor ; and could tell
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear.
Such as would please 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis

gone :

You are welcome, gentlemen!—Come, musicians,
play.

A hall
! a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls.

\_Musicfc plays, rmd they dance.
More light, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up.
And quench the fire, the room is gi-own too hot.

—

Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes well.
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet;
For you and I are past our dancinj; days :

How long is't now, since last yourself and I
Were in a mask ?

2 Cap, By'r lady, thirty years.
1 Cap. What, man! *tis not so much, 'tis not sa

much :

'Tis since the n\tptial of Lucentio,
Come pentecost as quickly as it will,
Some five and twenty years ; and then we mask'd.
2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, sir;
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His son is thirty.

1 Cap. Will you tell me that?

His sou was but a ward two years ago.

Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the

hand
Of yonder kniglit?

Sent. 1 know not, sir.

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright

!

Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear :

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear!

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows.

As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows.

The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand.

And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand.

Did my heart love till now 'i forswear it, sight

!

For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a Montague :—
Fetch me my rapier, boy :—What! dares the slave

Come hither, cover'd with an antick face.

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ?

Now, by the stock and honour of my kin.

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

1 Cn;?. Why, how now, kinsman? wherefore storm

you so?
Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ;

A villain, that is hither come in spite.

To scorn at our solemnity this night.

1 Cap. Young Romeo is't?

Tyfj. 'Tis he, that villain Romeo.

I Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone.

He bears him like a portly gentleman
;

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him.

To be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth

:

I would not for the wealth of all this town.

Here in my house, do hira disparagement:

Therefore be patient, take no note of him.

It is my will ; the which if thou respect.

Show a fair presence, and put o£f these frowns.

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

I'yb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest;

I'll not endure him.
1 Cap. He shall be endur'd ;

What, goodman boy !—I say, he shall ;—Go to ;

—

Am I the master here, or you? go to.

You'll not endure him !—God shall mend my soul—

You'll make a mutiny among my guests I
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cock-a-hoop I you'li he the man !

lyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.

t". BO to,Vou are a saucy boy:— fs't so, indeed?—
This trick may chance to scath you ;—I know what.You must conti&iy me ! marry, 'tis time
Well said, my hearts :—You are a princoi : uo
Be quiet, or—More light, more light, for shame 1—
J"^^ 1"'" ' Cheerly, my hearts.
lyb. Patience perforce with wilful cholermeetini.

Makes my flesh tremble in their different greetin?
I will withdraw

: but this intrusion shall.
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit.

Horn. If I profane with my unworthy hand
rj., . . 1 , . , [ ^0 Juliet.
1 his holy shrine, the gentle fine is this,—My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
l o smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

Jul. (,ood pilgrim, yon do wrong your hand too
much.

Which mannerly devotion shows in this
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch.And palra to palm is holy palmers' kiss,
/iom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ?
Jul. A y, pilgrim, hps that they must use in prayer.
Horn O then, dear saint, letlips do what hands do:

Ihey pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.'
' i'j'mts do not move, though grant for prayers'

Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's effect I
take

.

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is pnrg'd.

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that'^^tlfey^^hlTe
took,

itom. Sin from my lips ? O trespass sweetly ure'd !
trive me my sin again.

,
You kiss by the book.

/Vursi. Madam, your mother craves a word with
you.

2iom. What is her mother ?

Nurse. Marry, bachelor.Her mother is the lady of the house.
And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous :

1 nuts d her daughter, that you talk'd withal •

I te you,-he, that can lay hold of her,
Bhall have the chinks.
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Rom. Is she a Capulet?
0 dear account' my life is my foe's debt.

Ben. Away, begone; the sport is at the best.

Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest.

1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone

;

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.

—

Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all

;

1 thank you, honest gentlemen
;
good night:

More torches here !—Come on, then let's to bed.
,4h, sirrah, [7'o 2 Cop.] by my fay, it waxes late;

I'll to my rest. {E,veunt all but Juliet and Nurse.
Jul. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentle-

man ?

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.
Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door?
Nurse. Marry, that, I think, he young Peti-uchio ?

Jul. Wliat's he, that follows there, that would
not dance?

Nurse. I know not.

Jul. Go, ask his name :—if he be married.
My grave is like to be my wedding bed.

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague :

The only son of your great enemy.
Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate 1

Too early seen unknown, and known too late

!

Prodigious birth of love it is to me,
That 1 must love a loathed enemy.
Nurse, What's this? what's this?

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now
Of one I danc'd withal. {One calls within, Juliet.

Nurse. Anon, anon :

—

Come, let's away ; the strangers all are gone.
{Eaeuttt.

SnifiT- CHORUS.
Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie.

And young affection gapes to be his heir
;

That fair, which love groan'd for, and would die.

With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again.

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ;

But to his foe suppos'd he must complain.
And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooks :

Being held a foe, he may not have access

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ;

And she as much in love, her means much less

To meet her new-beloved anywhere :

1S3
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But passion lends them power, time means to meetj
Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. \_Ea,'it,

ACT II. SCENE I,

j4n open place, adjoining Capulet's garden

.

Enter ROMEO.
Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here 7

Turn back, dul^ earth, and find thy centre out.

\_He cHmds the watt, and leaps down within it,

Efiler BENVOLIO and MERCUTIO.
Ben, Romeo! my cousin Romeo!
Mer. He is wise

;

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed.
Ben. He ran this way,and leap'd this orchard wall:

Call, good Mercutio.
Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.—

Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion ! lover !

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh,

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied
;

Cry but—Ah me ! couple but—love and dove
;

Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word,
One nickname for her purblind son and heir,

Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim,

"When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid.—
He heareth not, stirVeth not, he moveth not

;

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.

—

I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes.

By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip.

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh,

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie,

Tiiat in thy likeness thou appear to us.

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Mer. This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him

To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle

Of some strange nature, letting it there stand
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down

;

That were some spite i my invocation

Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name,
J conjure only but to raise up him.

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those trees.

To be consorted with the humorous ni^ht:
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark.

A!er. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.
Now will he sit under a medlar tree,

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit.
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Aa maids call medlars, when they langh alone.—
Romeo, good night;

—

I'll to my truckle-bed;

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep;

Come, shall we go ?

Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain

To seek him here, that means not to be found.

SCENE II.

Cnpulet's garden.

Enter ROMEO.
Rom, He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.—

\Juliet appears above, at a window.
But, soft ! whatlight through yonderwindow breaks!

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun 1

—

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon.
Who is already sick and pale with grief.

That thou her maid art far more fair than she

:

Be not her maid, since she is envious
;

Her vestal livery is but sick and green.

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off.—

•

It is my lady
;
O, it is my love :

O, that she knew she were !

—

She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that ?

Her eye discourses, I will answer it.

—

1 am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks :

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven.
Having some business, do entreat her eyes

To twinkle in their spheres till they return.

What if her eyes were there, they in her head ?

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars.

As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven
AVould through the airy region stieam so bright.

That birds would sing, and think it were net night.

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand !

0, that I were a glove upon that hand.
That I might touch that cheek !

Jul. Ah me!
Rom. She speaks:—

0, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art

As glorious to this night, being o'er my head.
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him.
When he bestrides the lacy-pacing cloudSf

And sails upon the bosom of the air.
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Jul. O RomeojRomeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo!
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name:
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love.
And I'll no longer be a Capulet.
Rom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?

\_Aside.

Jul. 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy ;

—

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.
What's Montague ! it is nor hand, nor foot.

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name I

What's in a name f that which we call a rose.
By any other name would smell as sweet;
So Romeo would, were he not Roraeo call'd.
Retain that dear perfection which he owes.
Without that title ;—Romeo, doff thy name

;

And for that name, which is no part of thee»
Take all myself.
Rom. I take thee at thy word :

Call me hut love, and I'll be new baptiz'd

;

Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd

in night,

JSo stumblest on my counsel?
Rom. By a name

I know not how to tell thee who I ara

:

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
Because it is an enemy to thee

;

Had I it written, I would tear the word.
Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound :

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ?

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.
Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me ? and where-

£6re ?

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb;
And the place death, considering who thou art.

If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch

these walls
;

For stony limits cannot hold love out :

And what love can do, that dares love attempt;
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
Rom. Alack! there lies more peril in thine eye.

Than twenty of their swords
; look thou but sweet.

And I am proof against their enmity.
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Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee here.

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their

sight

;

And, but thou love me, let them find me here

:

My life were better ended by their hate,

.Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out this

place ?

Rom. By love, who first did promptme to inquire;

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes.

1 am no pilot
;

yet, wert thou as far

A3 that vast shore, wash'd with the furthest sea,

I would adventure for such merchandise.

Jul. Thouknow'st, the mask of night is onmy face ;

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek,

For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.

Fain would I dwell on form, fain fain deny

What-I have spoke; But farewell compliment!

Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say— Ay ;

And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st.

Thou mayst prove false ; at lovers' perjuries.

They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully :

Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won,
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay.

So thou wilt woo ;
but, else, not for the world.

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond
;

And therefore thou mayst think my haviour light

:

But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true

Than those that have more cunning to be strange.

I should have been more strange, I must confess.

But that thou overheard'st, ere I was 'ware.

My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ;

And not impute this yielding to light love,

Which the dark night hath so discovered.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon \ swear.

That tips with silver all these fruit-tvee tops,

—

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant

moon
That monthly changes in her circled orb.

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Rom. What shall I swear by?
Jul. Do not swear at all

;

Or,- if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self.

Which is the god of my idolatry,

And I'll believe thee.

Rom. li my heart's dear love—
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Jul. Well, do not swear : although Ijoy in thee
I have no joy of this contr&ct to-night :

*
'

It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden;
Too like the lightnuig, which doth cease to be,
Ere one can say— It lightens. Sweet, good night!
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath.
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meat.
Good night, good night ! as sweet repose and rest
Come to thy heart, as that within my Itreast!
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have lo-iiightT
Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow

for mine.
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it

:

And yet I would it were to give again.
Morn. Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what pur-

pose, love ?

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again.
And yet f wish but for the thing I have :

My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee.
The more I huve, for both are infinite.

\_Nurse calls within.
I heai- some noise within ; Dear love, adieu!
Anon, good nurse !— Sweet Montague, be true.
Stay but a little, I will come again. [/(".rf/.

Royn. O blessed blessed night! I am afeard,
Being in night, all this is but a dream.
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

Re-enter JULIET, above.

Jut. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night,
indeed.

If that thy bent of love be honourable.
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow.
By one that I'll procure to come to thee.
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite

;And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay.
And follow thee my lord throughout the world :

Nurse. [fTithin.} Madam.
Jul. I come, anon :—But if thou meanest not well.

I do beseech thee,

—

Nurse. IfTUkin.'] Madam.
By and by, I come :

—

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief

:

To-moiTow will I sead.
^om, S<) thrive my soul,—
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Jul. A thousand times good night! {Exit.

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy

light.— , , .

Love goes toward love, ^ school-boys from their

books ; ,.,,11
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks.

iRetiring slowly.

Re-enter JULIET, above.

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist !—0, for afalconer's voice.

To lure this tassel-gentle back again

'

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud

;

Else would I tear the cave where echo lies.

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine

With repetition of my Romeo's name.

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name :

How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night.

Like softest musick to attending ears

!

Jul. Romeo '.

Rom. My sweet!

Jul, At what o'clock to-morrow

Shall I send to thee 7
.

Rom. At the hour of nine.

Jul. I will not fail; 'tis twenty years till then.

I have forgot why I did call thee back,
_

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it.

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,

Rememb'ring how I love thy company.

Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee stiU forget,

Forcetting any other home but this.

Jul. 'Tin almost morning, I wouldhave thee gone :

And yet no further than a wanton's bird
;

Who lets it bop a little from her hand,

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves.

And with a silk thread plucks it back again.

So loving-iealous of his liberty.

Rom. I "would, I were thy bird.

jj^l
Sweet, 80 would 1

;

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.

Good nieht, good night! parting is such sweet sorrow.

That I shall say-good night, till it be

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy

breast 1—
,

'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest

.

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ;

His help to crave, and my dear hap to t&ll. L'^^"'
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SCENE III.

Friar Laurence's celt.

Enter Friar LAURENCE, with a basket.

Fri. The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frowniii*
night, °

Checkering the eastern clouds with atreaks of light-
And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels

'

From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels:
ere the sun advance his burning eye,

The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry,
I must up-fill this osier cage of ours,
"With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers.
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb

;

What is her burying grave, that is her womb:
And from her womb children of divers kindWe sucking on her natural bosom find

;

Many for many virtues excellent.
None but for some, and yet all different.
O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities :

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live.
But to the earth some special good doth give

;

Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that fair use.
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse

:

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied
;And vice sometime's by action dignified.

Within the infant rind of this small flower
Poison hath residence, and med'eine power :

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part;
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.
Two such opposed foes encamp them still
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will;
And, where the worser is predominant.
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

EnUr KOMEO.
Rom. Good morrow, father !

^J"^^- , Benedicite/
What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?—
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head.
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed:
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye,And where care lodges, sleep will never lie

;

But where unbruised yonth'with unstuffd brain
Uoth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign

:



Sc. 3. ROMEO AND JULIET. 29

Therefore thy earliness doth me assure,

Thou art up-rous'd by some distemp'rature
;

Or if not so, then here I hit it riyht

—

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine.

Fri. God pardoa sin! wast thou with Rosaline?

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no;

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe,

Fri. That's my good son: But where hast thoil

been then?
Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy;
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me,
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies

Within thy help and holy physick lies :

I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo.

My intercession likewise steads my foe.

Fri. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift;

Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift.

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love

is set

Oh the fair daughter of rich Capulet

:

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine
;

And all combin'd, save what thou must combine

By holy marriage : When, and where, and how.
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow,
I'll tell thee as we pass; but this I pray,

That thou consent to marry us this day.

Fri. Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here !

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear.

So soon forsaken ? young men's love then lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

Jesu Marin! what a deal of brine

Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline!

How much salt water thrown away in waste.

To season love, that of it doth not taste !

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears,

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears

;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet

:

If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine.

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ;

And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence

then

—

Women may fall, when there's no strength in men.
Rom. Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline.

Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.
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Rom. And bad'st me bury love.

Not in a grave,
to lay one m, another out to have.
Ro7n. I pi-ay thee, chide not; she, whom I love now.

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow;
The other did not so.

O, she knew well.
Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell.
But come, young vvaverer, come go with me.
In one^resptct I'll thy assistant be

;

For this alliance may so happy prove.
To turn your households' rancour to pure love.
Rom. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste.
Fri. Wisely, and slow

;
Tliey stumble, that run

fast- lEaeunt,

SCENE IV.

A street.

Enter BENVOLIO and MERCUTIO.
Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be ?—

Came he not home to-night?
Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man.
Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench,

that Rosaline,
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad.

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet,
Hath sent a letter to his father's house.
Mer. A challentje, on my life.

Ben. Romeo will answer it.

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a
letter.

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how
he dares, being dared.
Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead

!

Btabb'd with a white wench's black eye; shot
thorough the ear with a love-song ; the very pin
of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy's butt-
shaft; And is he a man to encounter Tybalt?
Ben. Why, what is Tybalt?
Mer.^ More than prince of cats, I can tell you.

O, he is the courageous captain of compliments.
He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, dis-
tance, and proportion ; rests nie his minim rest,
one, two, and the third in your bosom : the very
butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist; a
gfintleman of the very first house,—of the first and
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second cause ; Ah, the immortal passado ! the punto

leveiso ! the hay !
—

Ben. The what 1

Mer. The pox of such anticlc, lispint;, affecting

fantasticoes ; these new tuners of accents !

—

By Jesu,

a very good blade !—a very tall man I—a very good

^ore I—Why, is not this a lamentable thing,

grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted with

these strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these

pardonnez-rnoy's, who stand so much on the new
form, that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench t

0, their bans, their bans.'

Enter ROMEO.
Sen. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring O

flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified !—Now is he

for tlie numbers that Petrarch flowed in: Laura,

to his lady, was but a kitchen-wench ;—marry, she

had a better love t5'be-rhyme her ; Dido, a dowdy ;

Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and Hero, hildings and

harlots ;
Thisbt, a grey eye or so, but not to the

purpose.—Signior Romeo, tonjour .' there's a French

salutation to your French slop. You gave us the

counterfeit fairly last night.

Rom. Good morrow to you both. What coun-

terfeit did I give you ?

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip ; Can you not con-

ceive ?
,

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my busmess was

great; and, in such a case as mine, a man may
strain courtesy.
Mer. That's as much as to say—such a case as

yours constrains a man to bow in the hams.

Rom. Meaning—to court'sy.

Mer. Thou liast most kindly hit it.

Rom. A most courteous exposition.

Mer. Nay, 1 am the very pink of courtesy.

Rom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right. „ „

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flower d.

Mer. Well said: Follow me this jest now, till -

thou hast worn out thy pump; that, when the

single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, atter

the wearing, solely singular.
, , . , „ .r

Rom. O single-soled jest, solaly smgular lor tUe

singleness

!
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t^"'
^"^^ between us, good Benvolio; mj-wits

flora. Switch and spurs, sivitch and spurs ; or
1 11 cry a match.
Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase.,

i have [lone
j for thou hast more of the wild-aoosem one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have iS mvwhole five: Was I with you there for the goose?

vtoOT Ihou wast never with me for any thinewhen thou wast not there for the ^oose.
Mtr. I will bite thee by the eai- for that jest.
Horn, Nay, good goose, bite not.
Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is amost sharp sauce.
Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet goose '
Mer. O, here's a wit of chevercl, that stretches

from an inch naiTow to an ell broad I

Rom. I stretch it out for that word—broad : whichadded to the goose, proves thee far and wide abroad goose.

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning
lor love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Ro"meo; now art thou what thou art, by art as well
as by nature ; for this drivelling love is like a great
natural, that runs lolling up and down to hidi his
bauble m a hole.
Ben. Stop there, stop there.
Mtr. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against

the hair. ^ j o

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large.
I Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made
)t short: for I was come to the whole depth of my
tale

: and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument
no longer.
Rom. Here's goodly geer!

Enter Nurse and PETER.
Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail

!

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock.
Nurse. Peter

!

Peter. Anon ?

Nurse. My fan, Peter.
Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face ;for her fan's the fairer of the two.
Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.
^ler. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman.
r^urse. Is it good den?
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Mer. 'Th no less, I tell you ; for the bawdy hand
of the dial is now upon the prick of noon.
Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you 7

Rom, One, gentlewoman, that God hath mada
himself to mar.

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said;—For him-
self to mar, quoth'a?—Gentlemen, can any of you
tell me where I may find the young Romeo ?

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Romeo will bo
older when you have found him, than he was when
you sought him : I am the youngest of that name*
for 'fault of a worse.

Ntirse. You say well.

Mer. Yea, is the worst well? very well toolr,

i'faith ;
wisely, wisely.

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confi-

dence with you.
Ben. She will indite him to some supper.
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho !

Rom. What hast thou found?
Mer. No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten

pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it be spent.

An old hare hoar.

And an old hare hoar.
Is very good meat in lent

:

But a hare that is hoar,

Is too much for a score.

When it hoars ere it be spent.—

Romeo, will you come to your father's 1 we'll t«

dinner thither,

/iom. I will follow you.
yi/er. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, lady,

lady, lady. [Exeunt Mercuiio and Benvolio.

Nurse. Marry, farewell !— I pray you, sir, what
saucy merchant was this, that was so full of his

ropery J

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear him-
self talk ; and will speak more in a minute, thau
he will stand to in a month

.

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, I'll

take him down an 'a were lustier than he is, and
twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot, I'll find those

that shall. Scurvy knave! I am none of his flirt-

gills; I am none of his skains-mates :—And thou
must stand by too, and suffer every knave to use
me at his pleasure ?
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Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if J
had, my weapon should quickJy have been out, I
warrant you : I dare draw as soon as another man,
if I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the law onmy side.

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vex'd, that
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave!—Pray
you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my young
lady bade me inquire you out ; what she bade me
say, I will keep to myself: but first let me tell ye,
if ye should lead her into a fool's paradise, as they
Gay, it were a very gross kind of behaviour, as they
say : for the gentlewoman is young

;
and, therefore

if you should deal double with her, truly, it were
an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and
very weak dealing.
Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mis-

tress. I protest unto thee,

—

Nurse. Good heart! and, i'faith, I will tell her
as much

: t-ord, lord, she will be a joyful woman.
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost

not mark me.
Nurse. I will tell her, sir,—that you do protest;

which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer.
Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to shrift

This afiemoon

;

And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell
JBe shriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains.

Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny.
Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall,
Nurse. This afternoon, sir ? well, she shall be

there.

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey-
wall :

Within this hour my man shall be with thee
;And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair;

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy
Must be my convoy in the secret niglit.
Farewell !—Re trusty, and I'll quit thy pains.
Farewell !—Commend me to thy mistress.

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee !—Hark
you, sir.

Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse?
Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne*er hear

say

—

Two may keep counsel, putting one away ?

Rom. I warrant thee
; my man's as true as steel.
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Nurse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest
lady—Lord, lord I—when 'twas a little prating
thin(j,—O,—there's a nobleman in town, one Paris,
that would fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good
soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad> as see
him. I anger her sometimes, and tell her that
Paris is the properer man

; but, I'll warrant you,
when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout ia
the varsal world. Doth not rosemary and Komeo
begi« both with a letter?

Rom. Ay, nurse ; What of that ? both with an R.
Nurse. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. R

is for the dog. No ; I know it begins with some
other letter : and she hath the prettiest sententious
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you
good to hear it.

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [ffa'jV.

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times.—Peter!
Pet. Anon?
Nurse. Peter, Take my fan, and go before.

[Exeunt.

SCENE V.

Capulel's garden.

£Hfer JULIET.
Jul. The clock struck nine, when I did send the

nurse ;

In half an hour she promis'd to return.

Perchance, she cannot meet him :•—that's not so.—
O, she is la:ue ! love's heralds should be thoughts.
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams,
Driving back shadows over lowring hills:

Therefore do nimble-piiiion'd doves draw love.

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve
Is three long hours,—^yet she is not come.
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood.
She'd be as swift in motion as a Viall

;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love,

And his to me :

But old folks, many feign as they were dead
;

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

Enter Nurse and PETER,
O God, she comes!—0 honey nurse, what newa?
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Hast ttou met with him ? Send thy man away.
Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter.
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse,—O lord ! why

look'st thou sad ?

Though news be sad, yet tell them menily;
If good, thou sham'st the musick of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.

Aurse. I am aweary, give me le^ve a while;—
Fie, how my bones ache I What ajaunt have I had

!

Jul. I would, thou hadst my 'bones, and I thy
news

:

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak;—good, good nurse,
speak.

Nurse. Jesu,What haste ? can you not stay a while?
Do you not see, that I am out of breath ?

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast
breath

To say to me—that thou art out of breath?
The excuse, that thou doat make in this delay.
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.
Is thy^ news good, or bad ? answer to that

;

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance:
Let nie be satisfied, Is't good or bad?

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice;
you know not how to choose a man : Romeo ! no,
not he; though his face be better than any man's,
yet his leg excels all men's ; and for a hand, and
a foot, and a body,—though they be not to be talked
on, yet they are pant compare : He is not the flower
of courtesy,—but, I'll warrant him, aa gentle as a
lamb.

—

Go thy ways, wench; serve God:—What,
have you dined at home ?

Jul. no: Uut all this did I know before;
What says he of our marriage? what of that?

Nurse. Lord, how my head akes ! what a head
have I ?

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.
My back o't'other side,—O, my back, my back !—
Beshrew your heart, for sending roe about.
To catch my death with jauntinp; up and down

!

Jul. I'faith, I am sorry that thou art not well:
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my

love ?

Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentleman.
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome.
And, I warrant, a virtuous Where is your mother?

Jul. Where is my mother t—why, she is within

;



Sc. 6. ROMEO AND JULIET. 37

Where should she be? How oddly thou reply'st?
YauT love says Uk& an honest gentleman,—
Where is your mother ?
Nurse. O, God's lady dear !

Are you so hot? Marry, come up^ I trow;
Is this the poultice for my aking bones?
Henceforward do your messages yourself.
Jul. Here's such a coil ;—Come, what says

Romeo ?

Nune. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ?
Jut. I have.
Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' cell.

There stays a husband to mnke you a wife :

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks.
They'll be in scarlet straitjht at any news.
Hie you to church ; I must another way,
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark

:

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight

;

But you shall bear the burden soon at night.
Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell.

Jul. Hie to high fortune !—hoiiestnurse, farewelL
\_E.veunt,

SCENE VI.

Friar Laurence's cell.'

Enter Friar LAURENCE and ROMEO.
Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act.

That after-hours with sorrow chide us not

!

Rom. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can.
It. cannot countervail the exchange of joy,
That one short minute gives me in her sight ;

Do thou but close our hands with holy words.
Then love-devouring death-do what he dare.
It is enough I may but call her mine.

Fri. These violent delights have violent ends.
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder.
Which, as they kiss, consume: The sweetest honey
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness.
And in the taste confounds the appetite :

Therefore, love moderately
;
long love doth so ;

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

Enter JULIET.
Here comes the lady :—O, so light a foot
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint r

184
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A lover may bestride the gossomers

That idle in the wanton sTimmci- air,

Aud yet not fall ; so light is vanity.

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor.

rri. Romeo shall thanlc thee, daughter, for us both.

Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too much.

Rotn. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy

Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more

To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath

This neighbour air, and let rich musjck's tongue

Unfold the imagiii'd happiness that both

Receive in either by this dear encounter.
_

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than m words,

Braes of his substance, not of ornament :

They are but' beggars that can count their worth
;

But my true love is grown to such excess,

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth.

FH. Come, come with me, and we wiU make

short work ;

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone.

Till holy church incorporate two in one. {Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

A publick place.

Enter MERCUTIO, BENVOLIO, Page, and
Servants.

Ben. I pray thee, good Merciitio, let's retire;

The day is hot, the Capuleta abroad,

And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl

;

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring.

Met. Thou art like one of those fellows, that,

when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me
his sword upon the table, and says, God send me
710 need of thee! and, by the operation of the second

cup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, there

is no need.
Ben. Am I like such a fellow ?

Aler. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy

mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be

moody, and as soon moody to be moved.

Ben. And what to?

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should

have none shortly, for one would kill the other.

Thou ! why thou wilt quarrel with a man that

hath a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than

thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for
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cracking nuts, having no other reason but because
thou hast hazel eyes ; What eye, but such an eye,
would spy out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full
of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy
head hath been beaten as addle as an egg, for quar-
relling. Thou hast quan-elled with a man for
coughing in the street, because he hath waken'd
tliy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst
thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing his new
doublet before Easter? with another, for tying his
new shoes with old ribband? and yet thou wilt
tutor me from quarrelling !

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art,
any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for
an hour and a quarter.

Aler, The fee-simple ? O simple !

Enter TYBALT, and Others.

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets.
Mer. By my heel, I care not.
Ti/d. Follow me close, for I will speak to them.

—Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you.
AJer. And but one word with one of us? CoupU

it with something ; make it a woi-d and a blow.
Ti/b. You will find me apt enough to that, sir,

if you will give me occasion.
Mer. Could you not take some occasion without

giving t

Tyb. Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo,

—

Mer. Consort ! what, dost thou make us min-
strels ? an thou make minstrels of iis, look to hear
nothing but discords : here's my fiddlestick ; here's
that shall make you dance. 'Zounds, consort I

Ben
.
We talk here in the publick haunt of men x

Either withdraw into some private place.
Or reason coldly of your grievances,
Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us.

/ Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them,
gaze

:

I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I.

Enter ROMEO.
Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir! here comes

my man.
^/er. But I'll be hang'd, sir, if he wear your livery :

Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower
;

Tour worship, in that sense, may call him—maa.
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Tyh. Romeo, the hate I hear thee, can afford

No better term than this—Thou art a villain.

Rom, Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage

To such a greeting :~ViUain am I none
;

Therefore farewell ; I see, thou know'st me not.

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries

That thou hast done me ; therefore turn, and draw.
Royn. I do protest, I never injur'd thee

;

But love thee better than thou canst devise.

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love

:

And so, good Capulet,-—^which name 1 tender

As dearly as mine own,—be satisfied.

Mer. 6 calm, dishonourahle, vile submission !

A In stoccatfi carries ii away.— {^Draws.

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ?

Tyb. What wouldst thou have with me?
Mer. Good kint; of cats, nothing, hut one of your

nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and,
as you shall use nie hereafter, dry-beat the rest of

the eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his

pilcher by the ears ? make haste, lest mine be about
your ears ere it be out.

7'yb. I am for you. {OTaicing.

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. \,They Jight.
Rom. Draw, Eenvolio

;

Beat down their weapons ;—Gentlemen, for sham&
Forbear this outrage ;—Tybalt—Mercutio

—

The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying
In Verona streets;—hold, Tybalt;—good MercutiO'.

\_Ea.'eunt Tybalt and his Pariizans.
Mer. I am hurt;

—

A plague o'both the houses'.'—! am sped:

—

Is he gone, and hath nothing ?

Ben. What, art thou hurt?
Afer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, 'tis

enough.

—

Where is my page?—go, villain, fetch a surgeon.
\_Ea'iS Page.

Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot he much.
Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide

as a church door ; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve ; ask
for me to-morrow, and you sliall find me a grave
man. I am pepper'd, I warrant, for this world:

—

A plague o'both your houses !
—'Zounds, a dog, a

rat> a mouse, a catj to scratch a man to death t a
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braggart, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the book
of arithmetick !—Why, the devil, came you be-
tween us r I was hurt under your arm.
Rom. 1 thought all for the best.
Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,

Or I shall faint.—A plague o'both your houses \

They have made worm's meat of me

;

I have it, and soundly too:—Your houses !

\_E.veuTit Mercutio and BenvoHo.
Rom, This gentleman, the prince's near ally.

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt
In my behalf; my reputation stain'd
With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hour
Hath been my kinsman :—O sweet Juliet,
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate.
And in my temper soften'd valour's steel.

Re-enter BENVOLIO.
Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead;

That gallaHt spirit hath asnir'd the clouds,
Which too untimely here did scoru the earth.
Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth

depend
j

This but begins the woe, others must end.

Re-enter TYBALT.
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again.
Rom. Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio's slain !

Away to heaven, respectiv« lenity.
And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now !— »

Now, Tybalt, take the villuln back again.
That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul
Is but a little way above our heads,
Staying for thine to keep him company

;

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him,
7'yb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him

here,
Shalt with him hence.
Rom. This shall determine that.

iTkey fight; Tybalt falls.
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone !'

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain :

—

Stand not amaa'd :—the prince will doom thee death.
If thou art taken :—hence !—be gone !—away t

Rom. O ! I am fortune's fool

!

Ben. Why dost thou stay ?

[^Ei'it Romeo.
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Enter Citizens, §-c.

1 at. Which Tvay ran he, that hilVd Mercutio ?

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ?

ifen. There lies that Tybalt.

1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me ;

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey.

Enter Prince, attended; MONTAGUE, CA-
PULET, their mves, and Others.

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray 1

Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl

:

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

Ln. Ca;). Tybalt, my cousin!—O brotlier's child!

Unhappy sight! ah me, the blood is spill'd

Of my dear kinsman!—Prince, as thou art true.

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.—
O cousin, cousin !

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ?

Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand
did slay ;

Romeo, that spoke him fair, bade him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal

Your high displeasure ;—All this—uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly
bow'd,

—

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen

Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast

;

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point,

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats

Cold death aside, and with the other sends

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud.

Hold, friends ! friends, part! and, swifter than hia

tongue.
His agile arm beats down their fatal points.

And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled:

But by and by comes back to Romeo,
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge.

And to't they go like lightning; for, ere I

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain

;

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly

:

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.
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La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague,

Affection makes him false, he speaks not true

;

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife.

And all those twenty couUi but kill one life

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give
;

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio
;

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ?

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's

friend ;

His fault concludes but, what the law should end.

The life of Tybalt.
Prin. And, for that offence.

Immediately we do exile him hence ;

I have an interest in your hates' proceeding,

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding

;

But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine.

That you shall all repent the loss of mine

:

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ;

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses.

Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste.

Else, when he's found, that hour is his last.

Bear hence this body, and attend our will

;

Mercv but murders, pardoning those that kill.

\_Ea.'eunt.

SCENE II.

A room in Capulet*s home.

Jul. Gallop apace, yon fiery-footed steeds.

Towards Phoebus' mansion ; such a waggoner

As Phaeton would whip you to the west,

And bring in cloudy night immediately.—

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night I

That run-away's eyes may wink; and Romeo
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen !—
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties : or, if love be blind.

It best agrees with night.—Come, oivil night.

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black.

And learn me how to lose a winning match,

Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods :

Hood my unmanned blood, bating in my cheeks.

With thy black mantle ; till strange love.grown bold,

Think true love acted, simple modesty.

Come, night !—Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in

night \
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For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back,'

—

Come, gentle night
;

come, loving, black-brow'd
night.

Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die.

Take him and cut him out in little stars,

And he will make the face of heaven so fine.

That all the world will be in love with night,

And pay no worship to the garish sun,-

—

O, 1 have bought the mansion of a love.

But not posaess'd it; and, though I am sold.

Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day.
As is the night before some festival

To an impatient child, that hath new robes,

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse.

Enter Nurse, witk cords.

And she brings news ; and every tongue, that speaks
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence.

—

Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there I

the cords.
That Romeo bade thee fetch ?

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords.

[^Throws them down.
Jul. Ah me! what news', why dost thou wring

thy hands ?

Nurse. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, he's
dead !

We are undone, lady, we are undone !—
Alack the day !—he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead 1

Jul. Can heaven be so envious?
Nurse- Romeo can.

Though heaven cannot ;—O Romeo ! Romeo !—
W^ho ever would have thought it?—Romeo !

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment ma
thus ?

This tortuve should be roar'd in dismal hell.

Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but /,

And that bare vowel / shall poison more
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice :

I am not I, if there be such an /
;

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, /.

If he be slain, say—/; or if not, no :

Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe.
Nursf. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,—

God save the mark !—here on his manly breast

:

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse

;
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Pale, pale as ashes, all bedawb'd in blood.

All ill gore blood ;—I swooiided at the sight.

Jitt. O break, my heart !—poor bankrupt, break

at once

!

To prison, eyes I ne'er look on liberty I

Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here

;

And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier I

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had !

O courteous Tybalt', honest geutlemaii !

That ever I should live to see thee dead

!

Jul, What storm is this, that blows so contrary ?

Is Romeo slaughter'd ? and is Tybalt dead ?

My dear-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord?

—

Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom !

For who is living, if those two are gone ?

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished

;

Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished.

Jul. O God I—did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's

blood ?

Nurse. It did, it did; alas the day! it did.

Jul. O serpent heart, bid with a flow'ring face !

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?

Beautiful tyrant '. fiend angelical

!

Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvish-ravening lamb !

Despised substance of divinest show
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st,

A damned saint, an honourable villain !

—

O, nature S what hadst thou to do in hell.

When ihou didst bower the spirit of a fiend

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh 1—
Was ever book, containing such vile matter.

So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell

In such a gorgeous palace !

Nurse. There's no trust.

No faith, no honesty in men ; all per^ur 'd.

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers,

—

Ah, Where's my man? give me some aqua vitce:—

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old

.

Shame come to Romeo

!

Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue.

For such a wish '. he was not born to shame

:

Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit;

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd

Sole monarch of the universal earth.

O, what a beast was I to chide at him

!

Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd

your cousin ?
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Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ?

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy
name,

When I, thy three-hours wife, hare mangled it?

—

But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin i

That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband :

Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring

;

Your tributary drops belong to woe.
Which you, mistaking, o^ex up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain

;

And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my
husband

;

All this is comfort; Wherefore weep I then 7

Some word there was, -yvorser than Tybalt's death.

That mm-der'd me : I would forget it fain
;

But, O ! it presses to my memory.
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners* minds:
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo—banished;

That

—

banished, that one word

—

banished.

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's deatK
Was woe enough, if it had ended there :

Or,—if sour woe delights in fellowship.

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,

—

Why followed not, when she said—Tybalt's dead,
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both.

Which modem lamentation might have mov'd 7

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's deathj

Romeo is banished,'—to speak that word.
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead :

—

Romeo is banished,—
There is no end, no limit, measjire, bound.
In that word's death ; no words can that woe

sound.

—

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse?
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse ;

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears ? mine
shall be spest.

When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment.
Take up those cords :—Poor ropes, you are beguil'd.

Both you and I ; for Romeo is exil'd :

He made you for a highway to my bed
;

But T, a maid, die maiden-widowed.
Come, cords ; come, nurse ; I'll to my wedding bed ;

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead !

IVurse. Hie to your chamber : I'll find Romeo
To comfort you I wot well where he is*



Sc. 3. ROMEO AND JULIET. 47

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night

;

I'll to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell.

Jul. O find him ! give this ring to my true knight.

And bid him come to take his last farewell.

\Exmni.

SCENE III.

Friar Laurence's cell-

Enter Friar LAURENCE and ROMEO.
Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful

Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts.

And thou art wedded to calamity.

Rom. Father, what news 7 what is the prince's

doom ?

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand.
That I yet know not?

Fri. Too familiar

Is my dear son with such sour company:
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom.
Rom. What less than dooms-day is the prince's

doom ?

Fri. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips.

Not body's death, but body's banishment.
Ram, Ha ! banishmeni? be merciful, say—death :

For exile hath more terror in his look,

Much more than death : do not say—banishment.

Fri. Hence from Verona art thou banished :

Be patient, for the world is broad and ividc.

Ro7n. There is no world without Verona walls.

But purgatory, torture, hell itself.

Hence-banished is baiiii=h'd from the world,

And world's exUe is death :—then banishment

Is death mis-term'd : calling death—banishment.

Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe,

And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me.
Fri. O deadly sin \ O rude xnithankfulness !

Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince,

Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law,

And turn'd that black word death to banishment

;

This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.

Rom . *Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here.

Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog,

And little mouse, every unworthy thing.

Live here in heaven, and may look on her.

But Romeo may not.—More validity,
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More honourable state, inoi-e courtship lives

In cavrion flies, than Romeo : they may seiza

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand,
And steal immortal blessing from her lips;

'

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty.
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin

;

But Romeo may not; he is hanished

:

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly
;

They are free men, but I am banished.
And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death?
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife.

No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean.
But'—banished'—to kill me: banished?
O friar, the damned use that word in hell

;

Howlings attend it: How hast thou the heart.

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd,

To mangle me with that word—banishment ?

/Vi.Thou fond mad maii,hear mebut speak a word.
Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment.
Fri, I'll give thee armour to keep off that word;

Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy.
To comfort thee, though thou art banished.
Rom. Yet banished ?—^hang up philosophy !

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom
;

It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more.
Fri. O, then I see, that miidmen have no ears.

Rom. How should they, when that wise men
have no eyes ?

Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.
Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost

not feel :

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love.

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered.
Doting like me, and like me banished,
Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear

thy hair,

And fall upon the ground, as I do now,
Taking the measure of an unmade grave.

Fri. Arise ; one knocks ;
good Romeo, hide thyself.

[^Knocki/ig within.
Rom. Not T ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans.

Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes.
[Knocking.

Fri. Hark, how they knock !—Who^a there ?—
Romeo, arise;
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Thou wilt be taken :—Stay a while :—stand up;
\^Knocking.

Run to my study':—By and by :—God's will

!

What wilfulness is this ?—I come, I come.
[Knocking

.

Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what's
your will ?

Nurse. [fVUMn.^ Let me come in, and you shall
know my evrand

;

I come from lady Juliet.
Fri. 'Welcome then.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. O holy fiiav, O, tell me, holy friar.
Where is ray lady's lord, where's Romeo ?

Fri. There on the ground, with his own tears
made drunk.

Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress' case.
Just in her catie '.

Fri. O woeful sympathy !

Piteous predicament

!

Nurse. Even so lies she,
Blubbering and weepin}j;,weephjg and blubbering :

—

Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a man :

For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand;
Why should you fall into so deep an O ?

Jtom. Nurse !

Nurse. Ah sir! ah sir!—Well, death's the end
of all.

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet ? how is it with herf
Doth she not think me aii^ld murderer.
Now I have atain'd the childhood of our joy
With blood remov'd but little from her own 7

Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says
My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd love ?

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and
weeps

;

And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up,
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries.
And then down falls again.
Rom. As if that name.

Shot from the deadly level of a gun,
Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand
Murder'd her kinsman.—O tell me, friar, tell me,-
In what vile part of this anatomy
Doth my name lodge ( tell rae, that I may sack
The hateful mansion. \_Drawing his smrdC
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Fri. Hold thy desperate hand ;

Art t'hou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art
;

Thy tears are womanish
;
thy wild acts denote

The unreasonable fury of a beast

;

Unseemly woman, in a seeming man !

Or ni-heseeming beast, in seeming both !

Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order,

I thought thy disposition better temper'd.

Hast thou slain lybalt wilt thou slay thyself?

And slay thy lady too that lives in thee,

By doing damned hate upon thyself?

Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth?

Since birth, and heaven, and earth,all three domeet
Jn thee at once ; which thou at once wouldst lose.

Fie, fie thou aham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit

;

Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all.

And usest none in that true use indeed
Which should bedeck thy suape, thy love, thy wit.

'

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax.
Digressing from the valour of a man :

Thy dear love, sworn, but hsllow perjury.

Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to cherish :

Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love,

Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both,
Like powder in a skill-less soldier's flask.

Is set on fire by thine own ignorance.
And thou dismember'd with thine own defence.

What, rouse thee, man I thy Juliet is alive,

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead
;

There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee,

But thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art thou happy
too :

The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy friend.

And turns it to exUe ; there art thou happy :

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back;
Happiness courts thee in her best array

;

But, like a misbehav'd and sullen wench.
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love

:

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed.
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ;

But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set.

For then thou canst not pass to Maatua

;

Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time
To blaee your marriajje, reconcile your friends.

Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back
With tweaty hundred thousand times, more joy
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Than thou went'st forth in lamentation.—
Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady

;

And bid her hasten all the house to hed,
Whith heavy sorrow makes them apt unto :

Romeo is coming.
Nurse. O Lord, I could have staid here all the

night.

To hear good counsel : O, what learning is !

—

f

My lord, 1*11 tell my lady you will come.
Jtom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide.
Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir :

Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late.

{E.vit Nurse.
, Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this !

_
^Vi- Go hence : Good night ; and here stands all

your state ;—
£ither begone before the watch be set,

Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence :

Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man.
And he shall signify from time to time
Every good hap to you, that chances here :

Give me thy hand ; 'tis late ; farewell
;
good night.

Rom But that a joy past joy calls out on me.
It were a grief, go brief to part with thee :

Farewell. . [E.reunt.

SCENE IV.

^ room in Capulet's house.

Enter CAPULET, Zarfy CAPULET, and PARIS.
Cap. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily.

That we have had no time to move our daughter:
Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly.
And so did Ij—Well, we were born to die.

—

'Tis very late, she'll not come down to-night

;

I promise you, but for your company,
I would have been a-bed an hour ago.
Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo

:

Madam, good night : commend me to your daughter.
Lu. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-

moiTow
;

To-night she*s mew'd up to her heaviness.
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender

Of my child's love : I think, she will be rul'd
In all respects by me; nay more, I doubt it not.
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed;
Acquaint her here of my son Paris* love;
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And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday nexf>—

But, soft^ What day is this?

Pur. Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday? ha! ha! Well, Wednesday is

too soon,
O'Thursday let it he o'Thursday, tell her,

Slie shall be man'ied to this noble eaid r

—

Will you be ready 1 do you like this haste ?

"We'll keep no Ejreat ado ;—a friend, or two
For hark you, 'i'ybalt being slain so late,

It may be thought we held him carelessly.

Being our kinsman, if we revel much

:

Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends.

And there an end. But what say you to Thursday?
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-

morrow.
Cap. Well, get you gone O'Thursday be it

then :

—

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed,
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-daj^

—

Farewell, my lord.—Light to my chamber, ho!
Afore me, it is so very late, that we
May call it early by and by :—Good night.

\Exiunt,

SCENE V.

Juliet's chamber.

Enter ROMEO and JULIET,

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day

:

It was the nightingale, and not the lark.

That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear

;

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree

:

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn,
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east:

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops;

I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I

:

It is some meteor, that the sun exhales.

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer.

And light thee on thy way to Mantua -.

Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta'eu, let me be put to death;

I am content, so thou wilt have H so.
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I'll say, yon grey is not the morning's eye,
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow

;

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do heat
'}}ie vaulty heaven so high a>ove our heads :

1 have more care to stay, than will to go;

—

Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.
How is't, my soul? let's talk, it is not day.

Jul.^ It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away;,
It is the lark that sings so out of tune.
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps.
Some say, the lark makes sweet division

;

This doth not so, for she divideth us :

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes

;

O, now I would they had chang'd voices too !

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray.
Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day.
O, now he gone; more light and fight it grows.
Jiom. More light and light?—more dark and dark

our woes.

Snier Narse.
Nurse. Madam 1 ^
Jul. Ni(rser
JS'urse. Your lady mother's coming to your cham- -

ber :

The day is broke ; be wary, look about.

lEait Nurse.
Jul. Ihen, window, let day in, and let life out.
Rom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I'll de-

scend, \_Romeo descends.
Jul. Art thou gone so? my love! my lord! my

friend!
'

I must hear from thee every day i'the hour.
For in a minute there are many days

:

O ! by this count I shall be much in years.
Ere I again behold my Romeo.
AoM. Farewell! I will omit no opportunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.
Jul. O, think'at thou, we shall ever meet a^ain?
Jiom. I doubt it not; and all these woes "shall

serve
For sweet discourses in our time to come.
Jul. O God ! I have an ill-divining soul

:

Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below.
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb :

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale.
Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you :
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Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu \

[Exit Romeo.
Jul. O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle ;

If thou art ficlcle, what dost thou with him ^
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune

;

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long,
But send him back.

La. Cap, \_within.'\ Ho, dauyhter ! are you up?
Jul. Who is't that calls ? is it my lady mother?

Is she not down so late, or up so early?
What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither?

Enter Lady CAPULET.
La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet?
Jul. Madam, I am not well.
La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's

death ?

What, wikthou wash him from his grave with tears?
An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live ;

Thereforehave done : Some griefshows much oflove;
Kut much of grief shows still some want of wit.

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.

La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the
friend

Which you weep for.

Jul. Feeling so the loss,
I cannot choose but ever weep the fiiend,
La. Cup. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much

for his death,
As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him.

Jul. What villain, madam?
La. Cap. That same villain, Romeo.
Jul. Villain and he are many miles asunder.

God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart;
And yet no man, like he, dorh grieve my heart.
La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer

lives.

Jul. Ay,madam, from the reach of these my hands.
'Would, none but I might venge my cousin's death !

La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou
not

:

Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua,

—

Where that same banish'd mnagate doth live,

—

That shall bestow on him so sure a draught.
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company :

And then, I hope, thou wilt he satisfied.
Jul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied
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With Romeo, till I behold him—dead-
Is my poor heart so for a Idiisman vex'd :—
Madam, if you could find out but a man
To bear a poison, I would temper it

;

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof.

Soon sleep in quiet.— how my heart abhors
To hear him nam'd,—and cannot come to him j

—

To ivreak the love T bore my cousin Tybalt,
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him 1

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find such
a man.

But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time :

What are they, I'beseecK your ladyship X

La. Cap, Well, well, thou hast a careful father,

child

;

One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness.
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy,
•iTiat thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for.

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that?
La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday

morn.
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman.
The county Paris, at Saint Peter's church,
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

Jul. Now, by saint Peter's church, and Peter too.

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed
Ere he, that should be husband, conies to woo.
S pray you, tell my lord and father, madam,
I will not marry yet

;
and, when I do, I swear.

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,
Rather than Paris :—These are news indeed !

La, Cap. Here comes your father- tell him so
yourself.

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter CAPULET and Nurse.

Cap, When the sun sets,*the air doth drizzle dew ;

But for the sunset of my brother's son.
It rains downright.

—

How now? a conduit, girl? what, still in tears?
Evermore showering ? in one little body
Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind

:

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea,
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is,

bailing in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs
j
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AVho,"—raging with thy tears, and they with them,—
Without a sudden calm, will overset

Thy tempest-tossed body.—How now, wife?
Have you delivei-'d to hei' our decree?

La. Cap, Ay, sir; but she will none, slie gives

you thankti.

I would, the fool were married to her grave !

Cap. Soft, take me with you,takerae wilhyou,wife.

How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks?

Is she not proud? doth she not count her bless'd.

Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegrooin ?

Jul. Not proud, you have ; but thankful, that you
have

:

Proud can I never be of what I hate ;

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love.

Cap. How now! how now, chop- logick ! What
is this ?

Proudj—and, I thank you,—and, T thank you not ;

—

And yet not proud ;—Mistress minion, you,
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds.
But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next.

To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church.
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.

Out, you green-sickness carrion ! outj you baggage !

You tallow face

!

La. Cap. Fie, fie '. what are you mad ?

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees.
Hear me with patience but to speak a word.

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient

wretch !

I tell thee whati'^-get thee to church o'Thursday,
Or never after look me in the face :

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ;

My fingers itch.—Wife, we scarce thought us bless'di

Tliat God had sent us but this only child
;

But now I see this one is one too much.
And that we have a curse in having her:
Out on her, hilding !

Nurse. God ;n heaven bless her!
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.

Ca^.Aud why,my lady wisdom ? hold your tongae>
Good prudence; smatter with your gossips, go.

,

Nurse. I speak no treason.

Cap. O, God ye good den'
Nurse, May not one speak?
Cap. Peace, you luumbling fool
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Utter youT gravity o'er a gossip's bowl.
For here we need it not,

La. Cap. You are too hot.
Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad : Day,

night, late, early.

At home, abroad, alone, in company,
\yal;ing, or sleepine;, still my care hath been
To have her matcU'd : and having now provided
A gentleinan of princely pareiltage,
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd,
Stuff'd Cas they say,) with honourable parts,
Proportiou'd as one's heart could wish a man,—
And then to have a wretched puling fool,
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender.
To answer

—

I'll not tved,—I cannot love,

I am too young,—I pr(y t/ou, pardon me ;—
But, an you will not wed, t'U pardon you :

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me \
Look to't, think on't, X do not use to jest.
Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise :

An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend
;An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i'the streets.

For, l>y my soul, I'll ae'er acknowledge thee.
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good :

Trust to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn,

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds.
That sees into the bottom of my grief?
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away !

Delay this marriage for a month, a week;
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I 'U not speak a word

;

Do as ihou wilt, for I have done with thee. \^Exit.
Jul. O God!—O nurse! how shall this be pre-

vented ?

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven

;

How shall that faith return again to earth.
Unless that husband send it me from heaven
By leaving earth?—comfort me, cfounsel ma.—
\lack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems
TJpon so soft a subject as myself!

—

What say'st thou? hast thou not a word of joy?
Some comfort, nurse.
Nurse. 'Pa?th, here ^is : Romeo

Is banished
; and all the world to nothing,

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you
;
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Or, If he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,

I think it best you married with the county.

O, he's a lovely gentleman !

Romeo's a dishclout to him ; aa eagle, madam.
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye,

As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart,

I think you are happy in this second match.
For it excels your first : or if it did not.

Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were.
As living here and you no use of him.

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart?
Nurse. From my soul too ;

Or else beshrew ttem both.

Jul. Amen

!

Nurse. To what?
Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous

much

.

Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone.

Having displeas'd my father, to Laurence' cell,

To make confession, and to be absolv'd.

A'urse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely done.

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend !

Is it more siu—lo wish me thus forsworn.
Or to dispraise my lord with, that same tongue.
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare
So many thousand times 1— Go, counsellor

;

Thou and m^ bosom henceforth shall be twain.—
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy;
If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Ea'it.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

Friar Laurence's cell.

Enier Friar LAURENCE rind PARIS.

Fri. On Thursday, sir? the time is very short.

Par. My father Capulet will have it so

;

And 1 am nothing slow, to slacV his haste.

Fri. You say, you do not know the lady's mind :

.Uneven is the course, I like it not.

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death.

And therefore have I little talk'd of love
;

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous.
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway;
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage.
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To stop the inundation of her tears

;

Which, too much minded by herself alone.

May be put from her by society

:

Now do you know the reason of this haste.

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be slow'd.

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell.

Enter JULIET.
Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife !

Jul. That may he, sir, when I may be a wife.
Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday

next.

Jill. What must be shall be.
Fri. That's a certain text.

Par. Come you to make confession to this father f

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you.
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me.
Jul. I will confess to you, that I love him.
Pur. So will you, I am sure, that you love me*
Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price.

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face.

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much ahus'd with tears.

Jul. The tears have tjot small victory by that

;

For it was bad enough, before their spite.

jPar. Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with
that report.

Jul, That is no slander, sir, that is a truth;
And what I spake, I spake it to my face.
Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander'd it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is n.it mine own.

—

Are you at leisure, holy father, now

;

Or siiall I come to you at evening mass ?

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter,
now

My lord, we must entreat the time alone.
Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion!

—

'Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you;
Till then, adieu I and keep this holy kiss.

[Eait Paris.
Jul, O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so.

Come weep with me ; Past hope, past cure, past
help !

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief;
It strains me past the compass of ray wits:
I hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it.

On Thursday uext be mamed to this county.
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Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear*st of this,

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it:

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help.

Do thou but call my resolution wise.

And with this knife I'll help it presently.

God ioin'd my hsart and Romeo's, thou our hands

;

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd.

Shall be the label to another deed.

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt

Turn to another, this shall slay them both :

Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time.

Give me some present counsel
; or, behold,

'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife

Shall play the umpire
;
arbitrating that

Which the commission of thy years and art

Could to no issue of true honour bring.

Be not so long to speak'; I long to die.

If what ihou speak'st speak not of remedy.
Fri. Hold, daughter; I do spy a kind of hope.

Which craves as desperate an execution

As that is desperate which we would prevent.

If, rather than to marry county Paris,

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself

;

Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake
A thing like death to chide away this shame.
That cop'st with death himself to scape from it

;

And, if thou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy.
Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off the battlements of yonder tower
;

-Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk
Where serpents arb ; chain me with roaring bears ;

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house,
O'er-cover'd quite with dead -men's rattling bones,

With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless sculls;

Or bid me go into a new-made grave.

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud

;

Things lhatjto hear them toldjhave made me tremble;

And I will do it without fear or doubt.

To live an unstain*d wife to my sweet love.

Fri. Hold, then; go home, be merry, give consent
To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow

j

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone,

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber:
Take thou this phial, being then in bed,
And this distilled liquor drink thou off:

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize
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Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep
His natural progress, but surcease to beat:
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st

;

The roses in thy lips and cheeks rhall fade
To paly ashes; thy eyes' windows fall.

Like dea'ih, when he shuts up the day of life;

Each part, depriv'd of supple government.
Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death

:

And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death
Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours.
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comea
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead

:

Then (as the manner of our country is,)

In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier,
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault.
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake.
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift;
And hither shall he come; and he and I

Will watch thy waking, and that very night
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this shall free thee from this present shame;
If no unconslant toy, nor womanish fear.
Abate thy valour in the acting it.

Jul. Give me, O give me ! tell -ne not of fear.
Fri. Hold; get you gone, be strong and propserous

In this resolve : I'll send a friar with speed
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

Jul. Love, give me strength \ and strength shall
help afford..

Farewell, dear father ! [^Ba'eunt.

SCKNE IL
^ roam in Capulet's house.

Enter CAPULET, Lndj/ CAPULET, Nurse, and
Servants.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ,

—

\_Exit Servant.
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.
2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for 1*11 try

if they can iick their fingers.
Cap. How canst thou try them so ?

_
2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an iU cook that cannot

lick his own fingers : therefore he, that cannot lick
his fingers, goes not with me.
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Cap: Go, begone.— {Exit Servant.
We shall be much unfurnish'd for thiy time.

—

What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence?
Nurse. Ay, forsooth.

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on her :

A peevish self-vviU'u harlotry it is.

Enter JULIET.
Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift witTi

merry look.

Cisp. How now, my headstrong ? where have you
been gadding ?

Jul. Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin

Of disobedient opposition

To you and your behests ; and am enjoin'd
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here,
And beg your pardon :—Pardon, I beseech you !

Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you.
Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of this;

I'U have this knot knit up to-moiTow morning.
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell

;

And gave him what becomed love I might,
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty.

Cup. Why, I am glad on't; this is well,-^
stand up :

This is as't should he.—Let me see the county
;

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.

—

Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar.

All our whole city is much bound to him.
Jul, Nurse, will you go with me into my closet,

'To help me sort such needful ornaments
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ?

La. Crtp,No,nottiirrhnrsday; there is time enough.
Cap. Go, nurse, go ^vith her :—we'll to church

to-morrow. yplxeuat Juliet and Nurse.
La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision;

''Tis now near night.
Cap. Tush ! I will stir about.

And all things shall be well, [ warrant thee, wife :

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her;
I'll not to bed to-night;—let me alone

;

I'll play the housewife for this once,—What, ho I

—

They are all forth : Well, I will walk myself
To county Paris, to prepare him up
Against to-morrow: my heart is wond'rous light.
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd.
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SCENE III.

Juliet's chamber.

Enter JULIET cnrf Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are best :— But, gentle
nuvse,

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night;
For [ have need of many orisons

To move the heavens to smile upon my state.

Which, well thou kuow'st, is cross and full of sin.

Enter Lady CAPULET.
La.Cap.'WhKtfZve you busy ? do you need my help?
Jul. No, madam ; we have cull'd such necessaries

As are hehoveful for our state to-morrow:
So please yon, let me now be left alone.
And let the nurse this night sit up wilh you

;

For, I am sure, you have your hands full all,

Tn this so sudden business.
La. Cup, Good night !

Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need.
{^Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Jul. Farewell I—God knows, when we s^hall meat
again.

1 have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins.
That almost freezes up the heat of life i

I'll call them back again to comfort me ;
—

Nurse —What should she do here ?

My dismal scene I needs must act alone.-—
Come, phial,

—

What if this mixture do not work at all ?

Must I of force be married to the county f

—

No, no this shall forbid it :—lie thou there.—
[Lapi/ig down a dagger.

What if it be a poison, which the friar
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead;
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd.
Because he married me before to Komeo ?

I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not.
For he hath still been tried a holy man

:

I will not entertain so bad a thought.

—

How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point!
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault.
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in,
Aad there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ?
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Or, if I live, is it not very like.

The horrible conceit of death and night.

Together with the terror of the place,

—

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,

"Where, for these many hundred years, the bones
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd

;

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,

Lies fest'ring in his shroud ; where, as they say.

At some hours in the night spirits resort ;

—

Alack, alack ; is it not like, that I,

So early waking,— what with loathsome smells;

And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth.

That living mortals hea*-ing them, run mad ;

—

O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught.

Environed with all these hideous fears?

And madly play with my forefathers' joints?

And pluck the mangled Ty'^alt from his shroud 7

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone.
As with a club, dash out niy desperate brains ?

O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
Upon a rapier's point :—Stay, Tybalt, stay !—
Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee.

[_S/ie throws herself on the bed.

SCENE IV.

Capulet's hall.

Enter Lady CAPULET and Nurse.

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch mora
spices, nurse.

Nurse.Th&y call for dates and quinces in the pastry.

Enter CAPULET.
Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir! the second cock hath

crow'd.
The curfeu bell hath rung, 'lis three o'clock:—
Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica

:

Spare not for cost.
Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go.

Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be sick to-morrow
For this night's watching.

Cap. No, not a whit ; What ! I have watch'd
ere now

All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt ia

your time ;
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But I will watch you from such watching now.
[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood!—Now,
fellow,

"What's there?

Enter Servnnls, with spits, logs, and daskets.

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; hut I know not

what.
Cap. Make haste, make haste. lEa'it 1 5ery.]—

Sirrah, fetch drier logs
;

Call Peter, he will show thee where they are.

iServ. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs.

And never trouble Peter for the matter. lEail.

Cap. 'Mass, and well said ; A merry whoreson ha.

Thou Shalt be logger-head.—Good faith, 'tis day :

The county will be here with musick straight,

\_Musick within.

For so 1-e said he would. I hear him near :

—

Nurse '—Wife '.—what, ho 1—what, nurse, I say !

Enter Nurse.

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up;
I'll go and chat with Paris:—Hie, make haste,

Make haste the bridegroom he is come already

:

Make haste, 1 say 1 {Ea'eunt.

SCENE V.

Juliet's chamber; JULIET on the bed.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. Mistress !—what, mistress .'—Juliet !—fast,

I warrant her, she :

—

Why, lamb '.—why, lady !—fie, you slug-a-bed !

—

"Why, love, I say!—madam! sweet-heart!—why,
bride !

—

"What, not a word ?—you take your pennyworth*
now;

Sleep for a week; for the next night, I warrant.

The county Paris hath set up his rest.

That you shall last but little.—God forgive me,
(Marry, and amen !) how sound is she asleep !

I needs must wake her :—Madam, madam, madam !

Ay, let the coimty take you in your bed
;

He'll fright you up, i'faith.—Will it not be ?

What, drest'. and in your clothes ! and down again!

I must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady

!
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Alas! alas!—Help! help! my lady's dead !—
O, well-a-day, that ever I was born !

—

Some aqua-vitae, ho !—my lord ! my lady !

Enter lady CAPULET.
La. Cap. What noise is here?
Nurse. O lamentable day!
La. Cap. What is the matter?
Nurse. Look, look ! O heavy day

!

La. Cap. O me, O me !—my child, my only life.

Revive, look up, or I will die with the* !

—

HeJp, help !—call help.

Enter CAPULET.
Cap, For shame, bring Juliet forth; her lord ij?

come.
Nurse. She's dead, deceas'd, she*s dead ; alaclt'

the day !

La, Cap. Alack the day ! she's dead, she's dead^
she's dead.

Nurse. Ha ! let me see her :—Out, alas ! she's cold;

Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiif

;

Life and these lips have long been separated :

Death lies on her, like an untimely frost

Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.

Accursed time ! unfortunate old man !

Nurse. O lamentable day

!

La. Cap. O woful time !

Cap. Death, -that hath .ta'en her hence to make
me wail,

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak.

Enter Ftia/ LAURENCE and PARIS, with
Musicians.

Fti. Come, is the bride ready to go to church?
Cap, Ready to go, but never to return:

0 son, the night before thy wedding day
Hath death lain with thybride :—See, there she lies^

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir;
My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die.

And- leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's.
Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's

face,

Ani doth it give me such a sight as this 1

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful
day!
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Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw
Jn lasting labour of his pilgrimage I

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child.

But one thing to rejoice and solace in,

And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight.

Nurse. 0 woe! O wofiil, woful, woful day I

Most lamentable day ! most woful day.
That ever, ever, I did yet behold !

O day ! 0 day I 0 day ! O hateful day I

Never was seen so black a day as this

:

O woful day, O woful day!
Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain 1

Most dfctestable death, by thee beguil'd.
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !

—

O love O life !—not life, but love in death !

Cap. Despis'djdi5lressed,hated,martyr'd,kiU'd!

—

Uncomfortable time ! why cam'st thou now
To murder murder our solemnity?

—

O child 1 O child \—my soul, and not my child
Dead art thou, dead '.—alack ! my child is dead

;

And, with my child, my joys are buried !

Fri, Peace, ho,fnr shame ! confusion's cure lives not
In these confusions. Heaven aiid yourself
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all.

And all the better is it for the maid :

Your part in her you could not keep from death

;

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.

The most you sou£;ht was—her promotion
;

For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanc'd ;

And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd.
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?

O, in this love, you love your child so ill,

That you run mad, seeing that she is well

:

She's not well married, that lives married long;
But she's best married, that dies married young,
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary
On tliis fair corse; and, as the custom is,

In all her best array bear her to church :

For though fond nature bids us all lament.
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

Cap. All things, that -we ordained festival.

Turn from their ofiice to black funeral

:

Our instruments, to melancholy hells

;

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast;
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change;
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried coise.

And all things change tlienj to the contrary.
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Fn. Sir, go you in,—and, madam, go with him ;
—

And go, sir Paris ;—every one prepare

To follow this fair corse unto her grave

:

The heavens do low'r upon you, for some ill;_

Move them no more, by crossing their high will.

\^F,xeiint Capulei, Lady Capukt, Paris,

and Friur.

1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be
gone.

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, piit up, put up ;

For, well you know, this is a pitiful ease.

[Ea'iC Nurse.

1 Aius. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended.

Fnter PETER.
Pei. Musicians, O, musicians, Heart's ease, heari's

ease ; O, an you will have me live, play—/^eari's ease.-

1 MziS. Why heart's ease ?
Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays^

—

My heart is full of woe: O, play me some merry
dump, to comlbrt me-
2 Mus. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now.
Pet. You will not then?
Mus. No.
Pet. I will then give it you soundly.

1 Mus. What will you give us ?

Pet. No. money, on my faith; but the gleek : I"

will give you the minstrel.

1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving-creature.

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger
on your pate. I will carry no crotchets ; I'll re you,
I'll fa you ; Do you note me ?

1 Mus. An you re us, and^ iis, you note us.

2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put',

out your wit.

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; I will dry-

beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron,

dagger:—Answer me like men :

fi-'hen griping grief the heart doth wound,
j^nd doleful dumps the mind oppress,

77ten rnusick with her silver sound
;

Why, silver sound? why, musick with her silver

sound 9
What say you, Simon Catling ?

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver halh a sweet
aound.
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Pet. Pretly ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck J
J Mus. 1 sny-silver sound, because musicians

sound for silver.

Pet. Pretty too 1^ What say you, Jamcs'Sound-
post !

S Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say
Pel. O, I cry you mercy ! you are the singer : Iwill say for you It is-musict with ier silver %und,

soSiV-- seldom gold foi-

nej, musick with her silter sound,
n-tth speedy help doth lend redress.

[Exit, singing.
I Mm. What a psstilent knave is this same?
"^'V k™. Ja* ' Come, we'll in here

;tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. lExeunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

. Mantua. ^ street.

I Enter ROMEO.
Rom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep.My dreams presage some joyful news at hand :My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne

;Ana, ail this day, an unaccustom'd spirit
1-ifts me above the gi-ound with cheerful thoughts.
1 dreamt, my lady came and found me dead •

(Strange dream \ that gives a dead man leave t»
think,)

And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips,
I hat I rcviv'd, and was an emperor,
flh me! how sweet is love itself possess'd,When but love's shadows are so rich in joy t

Enter B.ILTHASAR.
News from Verona '-How now, Balthasar'
Uost thou not bring me letters from the friar'How doth my lady ! Is my father well?How tares my Juliet? That I ask again;
for nothing can be ill, if she be well.

n % J""!"
"'"' nothing can be illHer body sleeps in Capel's monument.

And her immortal part with angels lives :
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault.And presently took post to tell it you :u pardon me for bringing these ill news.

186
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Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

Ro?n. Is it even soT then I defy you, stars I—

Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and paper.

And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night.

Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus; .

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import

Some misadventure.
,

iJo;^. Tush, thou art deceiv d;

- Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do :

Hast thou no letters to me from the fnar .

BaL No, my good lord.

No matter : Get thee f,'one:

And hire those horses ; I'll he with thee straight.

lEa'it Balthazar.

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let's see for means O, mischief! thou art switt

To enter in the . thoughts of desperate men .

I do remember an apothecary,—

And hereahouts he dwells.—whom late I noted

In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows.

Culling of aimplea; meagre were his looks.

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones i

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung.

An alligator stuff'd, and other skins

Of ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves

A beggarly account of empty boxes,

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds,

Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses,

• Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a show.

Noting this penury, to myself I said—

An if a man did need a poison now,

"Whose sale is present death in Mantua,
_

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.

O, this same thought did but fore-run my need;

And this same needy man must sell it me.

As I remember, this should be the house :

Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut.—

"What, ho ! apothecary 1

Enter Apothecary'

Who calls so loud?

Rom . Come hither, man.—I see, that thou art poor;

Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have

A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geer

As will disperse itself through all tlie veins.

That the life-weary taker may fall dead ;

Aad that the trunk may be discharg'd of breatk
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As violently, as hasty powder fir'd

Both hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.
^p. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law

Is death, to any ha that utters them.
Bam. Art thou ko hare, and full of wretchedness.

And fear'st to die 1 famine is in thy cheeks.
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes.
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery.
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law :

The world affords no law to make thee rich

;

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

^p. My poverty, b;!t not my will, consents.
Horn, I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

/^p. Put this in any liquid thing you will.
And drink it off; ana, if yau had the st-rength
OS twenty men, it would despatch you straight.

Ro7n. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's
souls.

Doing more murders in this loathsome world,
Than these poor compounds that thoumayst not sell

:

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none.
Farewell; buy food, and get thyself in flesh.

—

Come, cordial, and not poison
;
go with me

To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee.

{Eo'eunt,

SCENE II.

Friar Laurence's cell.

Enttr Friar JOHN.
John. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho!

F.nitr Friar LAURENCE.
LtiU. This same should be the voice of friarJohn.—

"Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo ?

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.
John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out.

One of our order, to associate me.
Here in this city visiting the sick.

And finding him, the searchers of the town.
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Where the infectious pestilence did reign,
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth;
So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd.
Lnu. VVho bare my letter then to Romeo ?

John. I could not send it,—here it is again,—
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee.
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So fearful were they of Infection.

Lau. Unhappy fortune \ by my brotherhood.

The letter was not nice, but full of charge.

Of dear import; and the neglecting it

May do much danger: Friai- John, go hence;

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto my cell.

John. Brother, I'll go and bring 't thee. \_Ra'it.

Lau. Now must I to the monument alone;

Within this three hours will fair Julie* wake

;

She will beshrew me much, that Romeo
Hatli had no notice of these accidents :

But I will write again to Mantua,
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ;

Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb !

SCENE III.

A church-yard
I

in it, a monument belonging to

the CapuleCs.

Enter PARIS, and his Page, hearing Jlowers and
a torch.

Par. Give me thy torch, boy: Hence, and stand

aloof;

—

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.

Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along,

Holding thine ear close to the hoUow ground ;

So shall no foot upon the ehurch-yard tread,

(Being loose, onfirm, with digging up of graves,)

But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me,
Aa sigijal that thou hear'st something approach.

Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone

Here in the church-yard
;
yet I will adventure.

l^Retires,

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy

bridal bed

:

Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain

The perfect model of eternity
;

Fair Juliet, that witli angels dost remain.

Accept this latest favour at my hands
;

That living honour'd thee, and, being dead.

With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb

!

\_The' Boy whistles.

TJie boy gives warning, something doth approach.

What cursed foot wanders this way to-night^
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To cross my obsequies, and true love's rites ?

AVhat, with a torch !—muffle me, night, a while.
{^Retires.

Enter ROMEO and BALTHASAR wiih a torch,

mattock, ^-c.

Rant' Give me that mattock, and the wrenching
iron.

Hold, take this letter
;
early in the morning

See thou deliver it to my lord and father.

Give me the light : Upon thy life I charge thee,

Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof.

And do not interrupt me in my course.

Why I descend into this bed of death.

Is, partly, to behold my lady's face

:

But, chie6y, to take thence from her dead finger

A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use
In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone:—
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry
In what I further shall intend to do.

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint.

And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs :

The time and my intents are aavage-wild ;

More fierce, and more inexorable far.

Than empty tigers, or tlie roaring sea.

Bttl. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Jiorn, So shalt thou shdw me friendship.—Take

thou that :

Livej and be prosperous ; and farewell, %ooA fellow.

B(U. For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout;
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [Retires.

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death,
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth,

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,
[Breaking open 'the door of the monument.

And, in despite, I'll cram thee wifb more food 1

Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montague,
TI«it murder'd my love's cousin; — with which

grief.

It is supposed, the fair ereature died,

—

And here is come to do some villainous shame
To the dead bodies; 1 will apprehend him.—

[Advances.
Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague ;

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ?

Co'idemned villain, I do apprehend thee :

Obey, and go with nae ; for thou must die.
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Rom. I must, indeed; and therefore came I
hither.—

•

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate mani
Fly hence and leave me ;—think upon these gone;
Let them affright thee.—I heseech thee, youth.
Heap not another sin upon my head.
By urging me to fury :—O, be gone !

By heaven, I love thee better than myself;
For I come hither arm'd against myself:
Stay not, be gone ;—live, and hereafter say—
A madman's mercy bade thee run away.

Par. I do defy thy conjurations.
And do attach thee as a felon here.

iSowi. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee,
boy. lTf,ey figU.

Page. O lord ! they fight : I will go call the
watch, [Exit Page,

Par. 0,1 am slain! [Fa/ft.]—Tf thou he merciful.
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies.
Rom. In faith, I will :—Let me peruse this face

Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris :

—

What said my man, when my betossed soul
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think.
He told me, Paris should have married Juliet:
Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ?

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet,
To think it was so?— O, give me thy hand.
One writ with me in sour misfortune's hook.'
I'll bury thee in a triumphant gi-a,ve,

—

A grave ? O, no ; a lantern, slaughtered youth,.
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
This vault a feasting presence full of light.
Death, lie tjiou there, by a dead man interr'd.

[Luying Paris in the mojiumeni.
How oft, when men are at the point of death.
Have they been meri-y ? which their keepers call
A lightning before death : O, how may I

Call this a lightning ?—0, my love! my wife :

Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath.
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty :

Thou art not conquer'd
; beauty's ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks.
And death's pale flag is not advanced there.

—

Tybalt, lie-t thou there in thy bloody sheet?
O, what more favour can I do to thee.
Than witli that hand that cut thy youth in twain.
To sunder his that was thine enemy ?
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Forgive pie, cousin I—Ah, dear JulietWhy an thou yet so fair? Shall I believe
1 hat unsubstantial death is amorous

;And that the lean abhorred monster keeps
rhee here in darlt to he his paramour '

For fear of that, I ivill still stay with tliee -

And never from this palace of dim nioht
'

Depart again
; here, here iviU I remaTu

With worms that are thy chamber-maids : O, here
v\ III I set up my everlasting rest;
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

'"""last!""''''""'""''"'
Eyes, look your

Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O youThe doors of breath, seal with a righteous UU
dateless bargain to engrossing death '—

Lome, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide

!

I hou desperate pilot, now at once run on
I he dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark !Here s to my love '^(Drmis.] O. true apothecary >

Thy drugs are qu.ck.-Thus with a kiss I die. [dZ.

'''T^htJ^'rv'' 12'' f '''•'"'-H'"-'!, FriarLAURENCE, icilh a lantern, crow, and spade.

^""'1JT"' "P""'
' to-night

th«e°!
at graves '-Who's

^i'/^ti'"
"onsorts- so late, the dead '

Hal. Here s one, a friend, and one that knows
you well.

WW ^" .y"? ' Sooi my friend.What torch IS yond', that vainly lends his lichtTo grubs and eyeless sculls! as I discern.
It burneth in the Capels' monument.

n„. ,;, *, ''"'y ""^ ""y master,Wne that you love.

Who is it?

f . „ , , Romeo.
J-n. How long hath he been there ?

tri. Go with me to the vault.
Bui. T 1

\i ^ . , ^ dare not, sir

:

My master knows not, but I am gone hence

;

Mi fearfully did menace me with death,MI did stay to look on his intents.
Fn. Stay then, I'll go alone :-Fear comes upon
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0 much I fear some iU unlucky thing.

I did sleej, under this yew-tree here.

1 dreamt my master and another fought.

And .hat my master slew
,_[^^„„„,„.

Alack, alack, what Wood is this, which stains

The stony entrance of this sepulchre r—

wLt mean these masterless and gory swords

To lie discolour-dby this Plf-^f--
h™.^' O mIc!—Who else! what, Paris too?

And steep-d ?n Wood?-Ah, what an unkind hour
|

^'JJl 6,'"mtcrtable frlar^ whero is my lord?

I do remember well where I should be.

And there I am:—Where is my Romeo?
ana mere l

^Noise within,

Fn. T hear some noise—Lady,
come from that nest

Of death, contagion, and umiatural sleep;

A greater Power than we can contradict

Hath thwarted our intents; come come away

.

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead,

And Paris too ; come. I'll dispose of thee
Ana raris luo , ^^"-i ' - »

Among a sisterhood of holy nuns .

sSv not to question, for the watch is coming ;

CoiXergo, g-d Juliet,-[iV„;s. «gain.] I dare^sta;

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away,-

What's here^? a cup, clos'd in my true love s hand.

Poison I see, hath been his timeless end .—

O churl
'

drink all t and leave no friendly drop,

To helo me after ?—I wiU l<iss thy lips
,

Haolv some poison yet doth hang on them,

?„Ske me Sie with a restorative. [A.««

''\''ZcT\WmL} Lead, boy:-Which way!

Yea noise !-then I'll he brief .-O Iiapri

da/«r ' [Smlcking Romeo's dagg,.

This is thy sheath; herself.) there rust, aJ

let ine die. \_FaUs on Romeo's body, and tin

Enter IVatA, mtli the Page of Paris.

Page. This is the place ; there, where the to

J mfd^. "rh"' ground is bloody; Search <A

the church-yard

:
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Go, some of 70U, who e'er you find, attach.

„ ,
[Exeunt some*

Pitiful sight! here lies the county slain;—
And Juliet bleeding

; warm, and newly dead.
Who here hath lain these two days buried.—
Go, tell the prince,—run to the Capulets,

—

Raise up the Montagues,—some others search ;—
{/^.veunt ol/ier fi'utchmen.

We see the ^ound whereon these woes do lie
;

But the true ground of all these piteous woes.
We cannot without circumstance descry.

Enter some of the JVatch, with BALTHASAR.
2 iFatck. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in

the church-yard.
1 fVatch. Hold him in safety, till the prince come

hither.

Enter another ff'aichman, with Friar LAURENCE.
3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs,

and weeps ;

We took this mattock and this spade from him.
As he was coming from this church-yard side.

1 Watch. A great suspicion
;
Stay the friar too.

Enter the Prince and Attendants.

Prince. What misadventure is so early up.
That calls our person from our morning's rest ?

-£nter CAPULET^ Lady CAPULET, and Others.
Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek

abroad ?

La. Cap. The people in the street cry—Romeo,
Some—Juliet, and some— Paris; and all run.
With open outcry, toward our monument.

Prince. What fear is this, which startles in our
ears ?

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris
slain

;

And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before.
Warm and new kill'd.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul
murder comes.

I Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Komeo'a
man

;

With instruments upon them, fit to opea
These dead men's tomba.^
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Cap. O, heavens!—O, wife! look how ouv daughlet

This dagger hatli mista'en.-fov, lo '.
his house

Is empty on the back of Montague,—

And it mis-sheatlied in my daughter 6 bosom.

La. Cap. O me '. this sight of death is as a bell,

That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

Enter MONTAGUE aad Others.

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up.

To see thy son and heir more early down.

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night;

Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath

:

Whit further woe conspires against mine age

.

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.
_

_

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is m this,

To press before thy father to a grave?

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while,

Till we can clear these ambiguities,

. And know their spring, their head, their ti'ue descenli

And then will I be general of your woes,

And lead you even to death : Mean time forbear.

And let mischance be slave to patience.—

Ilring forth the parties of suspicion.

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least.

Yet most suspected, as the time and place

Doth make against me, of this direful murder;

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge

Myself condemned and myself excus'd.

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost knsw

Fri'l will be brief, for my short date of breatk

Is not so long as is a tedious tale.

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet;

And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife

:

I married them; and their stolen marriage-day

Was Tybalt's dooms-day, whose untimely death

Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this cily;

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin d.

You—to remove that eiege of grief from her,—

Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce.

To county ?ans ;—Then comes she to me ;

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some mean!

To rid ler from this second marriage.

Or, in my cell there would she kill herself.

Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art,

A sleeping potion ;
which so took effect
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Aa I intended, for it wrought on her
The form of death: meantime I writ to Romeo,
That he should hither come as this dire night.

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave.
Being the time the potion's force should cease.

But he which bore my letter, friar John,
Was staid by accident; and yesternight
Return'd my letter back: Then all alone.
At the prefixed hour of her waking.
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault

;

Meaning to keep her .closely at my cell.

Till i conveniently could send to Romeo :

But, when I came, (some minute ere the time
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead.
She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth.

And bear this work of heaven with patience

:

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb

;

And she, too desperate, would not go with me,
But (as it seems,) did violence on herself.
All this I know ; and to the marriage
Her nurse is privy: And, if aught in this
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

ile sacrific'dj some hour before his time.
Unto the rigour of severest law.
Prince. We still have known thee for a holy

man.

—

"Where's Romeo's man? what can he say in this?
Sal. I brought my master news of Juliet's death

;

And then in post he cams from Mantua,
To this same place, to this same monument.
This letter he early bid me give his father;
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault.
If I departed not, and left him there.

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it.

—

"Where is the county's page, that rais'd the watch?

—

Sirrah, what made your master in this place ?

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's
grave

;

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did:
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb

;

And, by and by, my master drew on him

;

Aud then I ran away to call the watch.
Prince. This letter doth make good the friai-'s

words.
Their course of love, the tidings of her death ;

And. here he writes—that he did buy a poison
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Of a poor 'potliecary, and therewithal

Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.—

"Where be these enemies t Capuletl Montague!—

See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate,
^

That heaven finds means to Ml your joys mth love .

And I, for winlting at your dincords too.

Have lost a hrace of kinsmen all are punish d.

Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy hand :

This is my daughter's jointure, for no more

Can I demand.
Man. But I can give thee more

;

For I will raise her statue in pure gold;

That, while Verona by that name is known,

There shall no figure at such rate be set.

As that of true and faithful Jubet.

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie
;

Poor sacrifices of our enmity !
. i,

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it,

brings; ,

The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head

:

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things

;

Some shall he pardon'd, and some punished :

For never was a story of more woe.

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. ^ha'sunt.
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PRINCE OF DENMARK.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Blsinore. A platform before the castle.

FRANCISCO on his post. Enter to him
BERNARDO.

Ber. Who's there ?

Fran. Nay, answer me ; stand, and unfold
Yourself.

Ser. Long live the king I

Fran. - Bernardo?
Ber. He.
Fran. You come most carefully upon your hoiir.-
Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed,

Francisco.
Fran. For this relief much thanks : 'tis bitter cold.

And I am sick at heart.
Ber. Have you had quiet guard ?

Fran. Not a mouse stirring.
Ber. Well, good night.

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Enter HORATIO and MARCELLUS.
Fran. I think, I hear them.—Stand, ho I Who is

there ?

ffor. Friends to this ground.
^far. And liegemen to the Dane.
Fran, Give you good night.
^far. O, farewell, honest soldier:

Who hath relieved you?
Fran. Bernardo hath my place.

G-ive you good night. [Eait FranciSQo-
J^^or. Holla! Bernardo!
Ber. Say,
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What, is Horatio there !

jiQr. A piece of nim.

Ber. Welcome, Horatio j
welcome, good Mar-

cellus.

Hor. What, has this thing appejr'd again to-

night t

Ber. 1 have seen uothing.

Mar. Horatio T,<^y5, 'tis but our fantasy
;

And will not let belief talie hold of ]um.

Touching thi^ dreaded sight, twice seen of us

:

Therefore I have entreated him along.

With us to watch the minutes of this night

;

That, if again this apparition come.

He may approve our eyes, and speak to it.

Hot. Tush ! tush ! 'twill not appear,

jy^r. Sit down a while
;

And let U3 once again assail your ears.

That are so fortified against our story.

What we two nights have seen.
Well, sit we down.

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.

Ber. Last night of all.

When yon same star, that's westward from the pole.

Had made his course to illume that part of heaven

Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself.

The bell then beating one-
Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes

again

!

Enter Ghost.

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead.

Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio.

Ber. Looks it not like the king 1 mark it, Horatio.

Hot, Most like :—it harrows me with fear, and

wonder.
Ber. It would be spoke to.

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio.

Hor. What art thou, that usurp'at this time of

night.

Together with that fair and Warlike form

In which the majesty of buried Denmark
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge tJiee,

speak.
Mar. It is offended,

Ber. See! it stalks away.

Hor. Stay; speak: speak, I charge thee, speak.
^ ' ^ ^ {^Exit Ghost.
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AInr. 'T'lS gone, and will not angwer.
Ber. How now, Horatio? you tremble, and look

pale

:

Is not this something more than fantasy?
What think yoii of it?

Hor. Before my God, T might not this believe.
Without the sensible and tme avouch
Of raiue own eyes.

RTar. Is it not like the king?
Hor. As thou art to thyself:

Such was the very armour he had on.
When he the ambitious Norway combated

;

So fiown'd he once, when, in an angry parle.
He smote the sledded Polack on the ice.
'Tis strange.
Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump at this dead

hour,
With martial stalk hath be gone by our watch.
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know

not

;

But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion.
This bodes some strange eruption to our state.
Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that

knows.
Why this sanie strict and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land;
And why such daily ca"st of brazen cannon.
And foreign mart for implements of war ;Why such impi'ess of shipwrights, whose sore task
Does not divide the Sunday from the week

:

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day:Who is't, that can infoi-m me?
,
^or. That can I

;

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king.
Whose image even but now appear'd to us,'
Was, as you know, by Fortiubras of Norway,
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride,
Dar'd to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet
(For so this side of our known world esteem'd him,)
Did slay this Fortinbras

;
who, by a seal'd compact.

Well ratified by law, and heraldry.
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands.
Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conqueror

:

Against the which, a moiety competent
Was gaged by our king ; which had return'd
To the inheritance of Fortinbras,

188
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Had lie'been vanquisher ;
as, by the same co-mfiirt.

And carriage of the article design'd.

His fell to Hamlet : Now, sir, young Fortinh= "as.

Of unimproved mettle hot and full.

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,

Sharlf'd up a list of landless resolutes.

For food and ditf, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in't : which is no other

(As it doth well appear unto our state,)

But to recover of us, by strong hand.

And terms compulsatory, those foresaid lands

So by his father lost: And this, I take it.

Is the main motive of ouv preparations;

The source of this our watch; and the chief head

Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Ber. 1 think, it be no other, but even so

:

Well may it sort, that this portentous figure

Cornea armed through our watch ; so lilte the king

That was, and is, the question of these wars.

Hot. A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell.

The graves stood tenantless, and the sbeeted dead

Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets.

As, stars with trains of fire and dev.-s of blood.

Disasters in the sun ; aud the moist star,

tJpon whose influence Neptune's empire stands.

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse.

And even the like precurse of fierce events,;

—

As harbingers preceding still the fates,

And prologue to the omen coming on,—
Have heaven and earth together dfemonatrated

U^ito our climatures and countrymen.

—

Re-enter Ghost.

But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again 1

I'll cross it, though it blast me.— Stay, illusion!

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice,

Speak to me

:

If there be any good thing to be done.

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me.
Speak to me :

If thou art privy to thy country's fate.

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid,

O, speak

!

Or, if tbtju hast upboarded in thy lif*
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Extoned treasure in the womb of earth,
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death,

[CocA crows.
Speak of it :—stay, and speak.—Stop it, Marcellus.
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partizan ?

Jfor. Do, if it will not stand.
Ser. ^Tis here !

^o^- 'Tis here

»

Mar. 'Tis gone! [/^a-it Ghost.
We do it wrong, being so majestical,

" To offer it the show of violence

;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable,
And our vain blows malicious mockery.
Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew.
Hot. And then it started, like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard,
The cock, that ia the trumpet to the morn.
Doth with his lofty and shi-ill-sounding throat
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning,
Whether in sQa or fire, in earth or air.
The extravagant and erring spirit hies
To his confine: and of the truth herein
This present object made probation.
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated.
This bird of dawning singeth all night long:
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad

;

The nights are wholesome
; then no planets strike.

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm.
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time.

Hor. So have I heard, and do in part believe it.
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad.
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill

:

Break \ye our watch up
; and, by my advice.

Let us impart what we have seen to-night
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life.
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him

:

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it.
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ?

Mar. Let's do*t, I pray; and I this raormng
know,

Where we shall find him most convenient.

{Exeunt.
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SCENE 11.

The same. A room of state in the same.

•Enter the Kins, Queen, HAMLET, POLONIUS,
LAERTES, VOLTIMAND, CORNELIUS,
Lords, and Attendants.

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's

death
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom
To be contracted in one brow of woe

;

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature.

That we with wisest sorrow think on him.

Together with remembrance of ourselves.

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen.

The imperial jointress of this warlike state.

Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy,™
With one auspicious, and one dropping eye;

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage.

In equal scale weia;hing delight and dole,—
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone

With this aifair along:—For all, our thanks.

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras,—
Holding a weak supposal of our worth

;

Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death.

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame,

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage.

He hath not fail'd to pester us with message,

Impovtin,^ the surrender of those lands

Lost by his father, with all bands of law.

To our most valiant brother.—So much for him.

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting.

Thus much the business is : We have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,

—

Who, impotent and hed-rid, scarcely hears

Of this his nephew's purpose,— to suppress

His further gait herein ; in that the levies,

The lists, and full proportions, are all made
Out of his subject:—and we here despatch

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ;

Giving to you no further personal power
To business with the king, more than the scope

Of these dilated articles allow.

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty.
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Cor. !'ol. In that, and all things, will we show

our duty-
King. We doubt it nothing; heartily farewell.

[Exeunt P-'oiiimand and Cornelius.
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you?
You told us of some suit ; What is't, Laertes ?

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane,
And lose your voice: What wouldst ,thou beg,

Laertes,
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking ?

The head is not more native to the heart,
The hand more instrumental to the mouth,
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.
What wouldst thoH have, Laertes?

^'ic- My dread lord.
Your leave and favour to return to France

;

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark,
To show my duty in your coronation

;

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done,
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France,
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon.
Kmg. Have you your father's leave ? What says

Polonius 1

Pol. He hath, my lord, ^viung from me my slow
leave.

By laboursome petition
; and, at last,

Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent

:

I do_ beseech you, give him leave to go.

-^'"f
"^^^^ t^iy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine.

And thy best graces : spend it at thy will.—
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,
Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind.

[ ^side.
King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you?
JJum, Not so, my lord, I am too much i'the sun.
Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off.

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids
Seek for thy noble father in the dust:
Thou kiiow'st, 'tis cortimon

; all, that live, must die.
Passing through nature to eternity.
Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.

If it be.
Why seems it so particular with thee ?

Hum. Seems, madam I nay, it is ; I know not
seems.

Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother.
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Nor customary suits of solemn black,

Nor windy suspiration of fcic'd breath.

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye.

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage.

Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief.

That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem.

For they ai-e actions that a man might play

:

But I have that within, which passeth show

;

ITiese, but the trappings and the suits of woe.
King. *Tis sweet and commeadable in your na-

ture, Hamlet,
To give these mourning duties to your father :

But, you must know, your father lost a father

;

That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound
In filial obligation, for some term
To do obsequious sorrow : but to pers6ver

In obstinate condolement, is a course

Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief:

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven
;

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient
;

An understanding simple and unschool'd :

For what, we know, must be, and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense.

Why should we, in our peevish opposition,

Take it to heart? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven,

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature.

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried.

From the first corse, till he that died to-day.

This must he so. We pray you, throw to earth

This unprevailing woe ; and think of us

As of a father : for let the world take note.

You are the most immediate to our throne
;

And with no less nobility of love.

Than that which dearest father bears his son.

Do I impart toward you. For your intent

In going back to school in Wittenberg,
It is most- retrograde to our desire :

And, we beseech you, bend you to remain
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye,

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers,

Hamlet

;

I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg,

ifflffi. I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
King. Why, 'lis a loving and a fair reply

;

Be as ourseU in Denmark.-r-Madam, comej
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This gentle and uiiforc'd accord of Hamlet
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof.

No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day.

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell

;

And the king's rouse the heaven shall bruit again,

Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away.
{Eitwnt King, Queen, Lords, §'c. Polonius,

and Laertes.

Bam. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt.

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew \

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O God !

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the uses of this world

!

Fie on't! O fie! 'tis an unweeded garden,

That grows to seed
;

things rank, and gross ia

nature,

Possess it merely. That it should come to this !

But two mouths dead !—nay, not so much, not two :

So excellent a king ; that was, to this,

Hyperion to a satyr ; so loving to my mother.

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth !

Must I remember? why, she would hang on him.
As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on : And yet, within a month,—

•

Let me not think on't ;—Frailty, thy name is wo-
man !

—

A little month ; or ere these shoes were old,

With which she foUow'd my poor father's body.
Like Niobe, all tears ;—why she, even she,

—

O heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason.

Would have mourn'd longer,—married with my
uncle,

My father's brother ; but no more like my fatiier.

Than 1 to Hercules: Within a month
;

Ere yet th£ salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes.

She married :—0 most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good
;

But break, my heart ; for I must hold my tongue

!

Enter HORATIO, BERNARDO, and MAR-
CELLUS.

Hor. Hail to your lordship '.

Ham. I am glad to see you well:
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Horatio,—or do I forget myself.

Uor. The same,"my lord, and your poor servant
ever.

Ham. Sir, my good friend; I'll change that name
with you.

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?—

.

Mareellus ?

Mar. My good lord,'

HuT/i. 1 am very glad to see you ;
good even, sir.—

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord.

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so ;

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence.

To make it truster of your own report
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant.

But what is your affair in Elsinore?
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart.

Jfor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral.

JJam. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student;
I think, it was to see my mother's wedding.
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon.
Hnm. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd

meats
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.

'Would 1 had met my dearest foe in heaven
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio '.

—

My father,—Methinks, I see my father.
Hor. Where,

My lord ?

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio.
Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly king.
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all,

I shall not look upon his like again.
Hot. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight.

Ham, Saw! who?
Hot. My lord, the king your father.

Ham. The king my father 1

Hor. Season your admiration for a while
With an attent ear ; till I may deliver.

Upon the witness of these gentlemen,
This marvel to you.
Ham. For God's love, let me hear;

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen,
Mareellus and Bernardo, on their watch.
In the dead waist and middle of the night.

Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father,

Apined at point, exactly, cap-^-pfe.
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Appears before them, and, with solemn march.
Goes slow and stately by them; thrice he walk'd.
By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes.
Within his tiuncheon's length ; whilst they, distill 'd

Almost to jelly with the act of fear,

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me
In dreadful secrecy impart they did;
And I with them, the third night, kept the watch :

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time,
Form of the thing, each word made true and good.
The apparition comes : I knew your father

;

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this 7

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we
watch'd

.

Ham. Did you not speak to itJ
Her. My lord, I did

;

But answer made it none : j-et once, methought.
It lifted up its head, and did address
Itself to motion, like as it would speak:
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud;
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away.
And vanish'd from our sight.
Ham. 'Tis very strange.
Hot. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true ;

And we did think it writ down in our duty.
To let you know of it.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me.
Hold you. the watch to-night?
^11- We do, my lord.
Ham. Arm'd, say you ?

^^l- Arra'd, my lord.
Ham. From top to toe ?

My lord, from head to foot.
Ham. Then saw you not

His face.

Hor. O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up.
'

Ham, What, look'd he frowningly?
Hor. A countenance mora.

In sorrow than in anger.
Ham. Pale, or red ?

Hor. Nay, very pale.
Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you ?

Hor. Most constantly.
Ham. I would, I had been there.
Hur. It would have much amaz'd you.
Ham. Very like.
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Very like : Stay'd it long ?

Hor. "While one with moderate haste might tell

a hundred.
Mar. Ber. Longer, longer.

Hor. Hot when I saw it.

Ham. His beard wasgrizzl'd? no?
Mot. It was, as I have seen it in his life,

A sable silver'd.

Ham. I will watch to-night;

Perchance, 'twill walk again,

Hor. T warrant, it will.

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person,

I'll speak to it, though hell itself should gape.

And bid me hold my peace. T pray you all.

If ySu have hitherto conceal'd this sight,

liBt it be tenable in your silence still

;

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night,

Oive it an understanding, but no tongue
;

I will requite your loves : So, fare you well

;

Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve,

I'll visit you.
j4ll. Our duty to your honour.

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you: Farewell.

{Exeunt Horatio, Murcellus, and Bernardo.

My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well

;

I doubt some foul playi 'would, the night were
come !

Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise,

Though all the earth o'erwheim them, to men's eyes.

[Ea-it,

SCENE III.

^ room in Polonius' Jiouse.

Knter LAERTES OPHELIA.
iflw. My necessaries are embark'd ; farewell

:

And, sister, as the winds give benefit.

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep,

But let me hear from you.
Opk. Do you doubt that?

Lasr, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour,

Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood;
A violet in the youth of primy nature.

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting.

The ptrfume and suppliance of a minute ;

JJo more.
Opk. No more but ao?
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Laer. Think it no more

:

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone

In thews, and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes.
The inward service of the mind and soul

Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now

;

And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch
The virtue of his will : but, you must fear.

His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own
;

For he himself is subject to his birth :

He may not, as unvalued persons do.

Carve for himself; for on his choice depends
The safety ami the health of the whole state ;

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib*d
Unto the voice and yielding of that body,
"Whereof he is the head: Then if he says,he loves you.

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it.

As he in his particular act and place

May give his saying deed ; which is no further.

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain.

If with too credent ear you list his songs
;

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open
To his unmaster'd importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister

;

And keep you in the rear of your affection.

Out of the shot and danger of desire.

The chariest maid is prodigal enough,
If she unmask her beauty to the moon :

"Virtue itself scapes not calumnious sti'okes ;

The canker galls the infants of the spring.

Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd
;

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth
Contagious blastments are most imminent.
Be wary then : best safety lies in fear;

Youth to itself rebels^ though none else near.

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep

As watchman to my heart : But, good my brother.

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do.

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven;
"Whilst, like a puff'd and reckless libertine.

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads.

And recks not his own read,

Laer. O, fear me not.

1 stay too long ;—But here my father comes.

En(cr POLONIUS.
A doulile "blessing is a double grace ;
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Occasion siniles upon a second leave.

Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for sliame;

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail.

And you are staid for : There,—my blessing with
you; \^Luying his hand on Laertes' head.

And these few precepts in thy memory
Look thou char&.cter. Give thy thoughts no tongue.

Nor any unproportion'd thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried.

Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel

;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment \'

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel

;
but, being in.

Rear it, that the opposer may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice

:

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment.
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy.
But not express'd in fancy; rich, nor gaudy:
For the apparel oft proclaims the man

;

And they in France, of the best rank and station.

Are most select and generous, chief in that.

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be :

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ;

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.
This above all,—To thine ownself be true;
And it must follow, as the night the day.
Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee !

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord.

.

Pol. The time invites you
;
go, your servants tend.r

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well
What I have said to you.

Opk, 'Tis in my memory lock'd.

And you yourself shall keep the key of it.

Ixter. Farewell. {Ea'U Laertes.

PuL What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to youT
Oph. So please you, something touching the lord

Hamlet.
Pol. Many, well bethought:

'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you yourself
Have of your audience been most free and bounteous:
If it be so, (as so 'tis put on me.
And that in way of caution,) I must tell you,
"You do not understand yourself so clearly.

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour:
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What is lietween you? give me up the truth.
Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders

Of his aifectiou to me.
Pol, Affection? pub ! you speak like a gi-een girl.

Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them?

Oph. I do not Icnow, my lord, what I should think.
Pol. Marry, I'll teach you : think yourself a baby \

That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay.
Which are not stsrling. Tender yourself more dearly;
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase,
Wronging it thus,) you'll tender me a fool.

Oph. My lord, he hath imp6rtun'd me with lovej,

In honourable fashion,

Pol. Ay, fashiou you may call it; go to, go to.

Oph. And hath given counteuance to his speech,
my lord,

With almost all the holy vows of heaven.
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know,

AVhen the blood burnsi how prodigal the soul
Lends the tongue vows; these blazes, daughter,
Giving more light than heat,—extinct in both.
Even in their promise, as it is a making,

—

You must not take for tire. From this time.
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence j
Set your entreatments at a higher rate.
Than a command to Parley- For lord Hamlet,
Believe so much in him. That he is young;
And with a larger tether may he walk.
Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia,
Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers
Not of that die which their investments show.
But mere implorators of unholy suits.

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds.
The better to beguile. This is for all,-^
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth.
Have you so slander any moment's leisure,
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet.
Look to't, I charge you ; come your ways.

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. {Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

The plutform,

ffnrerHAMLET.HORATIO.anrfMARCELLUS.
Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold.
Hot. It is a nipping and an eager air.
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Ham. What hoar now?
//o^. I think, it lacks of twelve.

Mar. No, it is struck.

Hot. Indeed? I heard it not; it then draws near

the season.

Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk.

Jtotirish of trumpets, and ordnance shot o^,

mthin.
What does this mean, my lord ?

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes hig

rouse.

Keeps wassel, and the swaggering np-spring reels

;

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down.
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.

Hor. Is it a custom ?

Ham. Ay, marry, is't

:

But to my mind,—though I am native here.

And to the manner boriij—it is a custom

More honour'd in the breach, than the observance.

This heavy-headed revel, east and west,'

Makes us tradue'd, and tax'd of other nations :

They clepe us, drunkards, and with swinish phrase

Soil our addition ;
and, indeed it tnkes

From our achievements, though perform'd at height.

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So, oft it chances in particular men.
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them.

As, in their birth, (wheiein they are not guilty.

Since nature cannot choose his origin,)

By the o'ergrowth of some complexion,

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason
;

Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens

The form of plausive manners;—that these men,—
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect

;

Being nature's livery, or fortune's star,

—

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace.

As infinite as man may undergo,)

Shall in the general censure take corruption

From ^hat particular fault : The dram of base

Doth all the noble substance often dout.

To his own scandal.

Enter Ghost.

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes !

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend us!—
Be »hou a spirit of health, or gobUa damn'd.
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Bring with tTiee airs from heaven, or blasts from
hell,

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable.
Thou coni'st in such a questionable shape.
That I will speak to thee; I'll call thee, Hamlet,
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me;
Let me not burst in ignorance I but tell.

Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death.
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre>
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd,
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws.
To cast thee up again ! What may this mean.
That thou, dead eorse, agaia, in c6mplete steel,
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon.
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature.
So horridly to shake our disposition,
AVith thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ?
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do ?

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it.

As if it some impaitment did desire
To you alone.
Mur. Look, with what courteous action

It waves you to a more removed ground

:

But do not go with it.

^or. No, by no means.
Ham. It ^vill not speak; then I will follow it.

Hor. Do not, my lord.

Ham. Why, what should be the fear?
1 do not set my life at a pin's fee ;

And, for my soul, what can it do to that.
Being a thing immortal as itself?

It waves me forth again ;—I'll follow it.

Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my
lord,

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff.

That beetles o'er bis base into the sea?
And there assume some other horrible form.
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason.
And draw you into madness 7 think of it

:

The very place puts toys of desperation.
Without more motive, into every brain.
That looks so many fathoms to the sea.
And hears it roar beneath.

^tim. It waves n-.e still:—
Go on, I'll follow thee.
Mar. You shall not go, my lord.

^^"m. Hold off your hands.
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Hot. Be rul'd, you shall not go.

Ham. My fate cries out,

And makes each petty artery in this body
As hardy as the N6mean lion's nerve.

—

\^Ghost beckons.

Still am I call'd unhand me, gentlemen;—
[Breaking from them.

By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me
I say, away :—Go on, I'll follow thee.

\_Es.'eunt Ghost and Hamlet.

Har. He waxes desperate with imagination.

Mar. Let's follow; 'tis not fit thus to obey him.
Hnr. Have after :—To what issue will this come I

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will direct it.

Mar. Nay, let's follow him.

SCENE V.

j4 more remote part of the platform.

He-enter Ghost and HAMLET.
Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak, VA

go no furthei-.

Ghost. Mark me.
Ham. I will.

Ghost. My hour is almost come.
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames

Must render up myself.
Ham. Alas, poor ghost !

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing

To what I shall unfold.

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear.

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt

hear.

Ham. What?
Ghost. I am thy father's spirit

;

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night j

And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires,

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature>

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid

To tell the secrets of my prison-house,

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood

;

Make thy two eyes,like stars,Btart from their spheres;
Thy knotted and combined locks to part.

And each particular hair to stand oa endj
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Like quilts upon the fretful porcupine

:

But this eternal blazon must not be
To ears of flesh and blood ;—List, list> 0 list I—
If thou didst ever thy dear father lova,—
Ham. O heaven!
Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural mur-

der.

Ham. Murder?
Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is;

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.
Ham. Haste me to know it; that I, with wings

as swift
As meditation, or the thoughts of love,

sweep to my revenge.
Ghost. I find thee apt

;

And duller shouldst thon be than the fat weed
That rots itself in ease on Letha wharf,
Wonldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear:
*Tis given out, that, sleepijig in mine orchard,
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark
Is by a forged process of my death
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth.
The serpent, that did sting thy father's life.

Now wears his crown.
Ham. O, my prophetiek soul ! my nncle !

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast.
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,

lO wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power
So to seduce!) won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen :

O, Hamlet, what a falling-ott" was there!

From me, whose love was of that dignity.

That it went hand in hand even with the vow
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline

Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor
To those of mine !

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd.
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven

;

So lust, though to a radiant angel linVd,
Will sate itself in a celestial bed.
And prey on garbage.
But, soft 1 methinks, I scent the morning air;

Brief let me lie :—Sleeping within mine orchard.
My custom always of the afternoon,
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial,

And in the porches of mine eara did pour
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The leperous distilment ; whose effect

Holds SHch an eiimitj' with blood of man,
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through

The natural gates and alleys of the body

;

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset

And curd, like eager droppings into milk.

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine
;

And a most instant tetter bark'd about.

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome orust.

All my smooth body.
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand.

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch'd:.

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

Unhousel'd, disappointed, unanel'd
;

No reckoning made, but sent to my account

With all my imperfections on ray head :~

O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible !

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not;

Ijet not the royal bed of Denmark be

A couch for luxury and damned incest.

But, howsoever ihou pursu'st this act.

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven,

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge.

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once

!

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near.

And 'gins to pale his unetfectual fire ;

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. [Eait.

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! What
else ?

And shall I couple hell?—O fie !—Hold, hold, my
heart

;

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old.

But bear me stiffly up !—Remember thee?

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat

In this distracted globe. Remember thee i

Yea, from the talile of my memory
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records.

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past.

That youth and observation copied there

;

And thy commandment all alone shall live

Within the book and volume of my brain,

Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven.

O most pernicious woman !

O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain

!

My tables,—meet it is, 1 set it down.
That one may snule, and smilej and be a Tillain

;
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At least, I am sure, it maj be so in Denmark :

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word;
It is, AdkUy adieu / remember me.
I have sworn't.

ffor. [/fifAin.] My lord, my lord,

Mar. [rVWdn.l Lord Hamlet,
Hor. [Wii/tin.] Heaven secure him !

ffam. So be it!
Afar. [Within.'] lUo, ho, ho, my lord I

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come.

Enter HORATIO and MARCELLUS.
Mar. How is't, my noble lord?
^or. What news, my lord ?
liajn. O, wonderful ! ,

Hor. Good my lord, tell it.

Ham. No

;

You will reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven.
Mar. Nor I, my lord.
Hum. How say you then; would heart of maa

once think it?

—

But you'll be secret,-

Hor. Mnr. Ay, by heaven, my lord.
Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all

Denmark,
But he's an arrant knave.
Hot. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from

the grave,
To tell us this.

Ham. Why, right; you are in the right;
And so, without more circumstance at all,

I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part

:

You, as your business, and desire, shall point you ;

—

For every man hath business, and desire,
Sueh as it is ;—and, for my own poor part.
Look you, I will go pray.
Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my

lord.

Ham. I am sorry they offend you, heartily
;
yes,

'Faith, heartily.

Hor. There's no offence, my lord.
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio,

And much offence too. Touching this vision here.;,

—

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you :

For your desire to know what is between us.



104 HAMLET. Act 1.

O'er-master it as you may. And now, good friends,

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers^

Give me one poor request.

Hot. What is't, my lord?

We wUl.
Ham. Never make known what you have seen to-

night,

HoT^ Mar. My lord, we will not.

Ham. Nay, but swear't.

Hor. In faith.

My lord, not I.

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

IIa?n. Upon my sword.
Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already.

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed.

Ghost. [^Beneath.'] Swear.
Hum. Ha, ha, boy ! say'st thou so? art thou there,

true-penny ?

Come on,—you hear this fellow in the cellarage,—

Consent to swear.
Hor. Propose the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to spea3t of this that you have seen,

Ham. i/i'c ^Mfii^ae? then we'll shift our ground:—
Come hither, gentlemen,
And lay your hands again upon my sword :

Swear by my sword.
Never to speak of this that you have heard.

Ghost. \Beneaik.'\ Swear by his sword.
Ham. Well said, old mole I canst work i'tho

earth so fast ?

A worthy pioneer !—Once more remove.good friends.

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous
strange

!

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome.
There are more things in heaven and earth, HoratiOj

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

But come ;—

—

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy !

How strange or odd soe'er 1 bear myself.

As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet
To put an antick disposition on,—

.

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall,

With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake.
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase.

As, Pf^eU, well, we know or, fVe could, an if we

Swear by my swore
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iiDOuld;— or, If we list to speak ;—or, 7'here he, an
if they might ;

—
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note

That you know auglit of me :—This do you swear.
So grace and mercy at your most need help you !

Ghost. l_Beneath/] Swear.
Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit 1 So, gentlemen,

With all my love I do commend me to you :

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is

May do, to express his love and friending to you,
God willing, anall not lack. L,et us go in together ;

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray.
The time is out of" joint;—O cursed spite!

That ever I was born to set it right !

Nay, come, let's go together. [Ez'eunt.

ACT II. SCENE I.

rfi? room in Polonius's house.

' Enter POLONIUS and REYNALDO.
Pol. Give him this money, and these notes, Rey-

naldo.
^iey. I will, my lord.
Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good Rey-

naldo,
Before you visit him, to make inquiry
Of his behaviour.

^cj/. My lord, I did intend it.

Pol. Marry, well said : very well said. Look
you, sir.

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris
;

And how, and who, what means, and where thay
keep.

What company, at what expence ; and finding.
By this encompassment and drift of question.
That they do know my son, come you more nearer
Than your particular demands will touch it

:

Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him ;

As thus,—/ knoio his father, and his friends,
^nd, in part, him ;—Do you mark this, Reynaldo ?

Re>/. Ay, very well, my lord.
Pol. And, in part, him

;

—but, you may say, not
well :

But, if't be he I mean, }it's very wild;
j4ddicted so and so;—and there put on him
What forgeries you please

; marry, none so rank
As may dishonour him j take heed of that

;
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But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips.

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.

Rey. As gaming, my lord.

Pol. Ay,or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarreling,

Drabbing ;—You may go so far.

Reg. My lord, that would dishonour him.
PoL 'Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge.

You must not put another scandal on him.
That he is open to incontinency

;

That's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so

quaintly,
That they may seem the taints of liberty

:

The flash and out-break of a fiery mind
;

A savageness in unreclaimed blood,
Of general assault.

Pol. Wherefore should you do this?

Rty, Ay, my lord»

I would know that.

Pol. • Marry, sir, here's my drift

;

And, T believe, it is a fetch of warrant:
You laying these slight sullies on my son.

As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i'the working,
Mark you,
Your party in converse, him you would sound.
Having ever seen,- in the prenominate crimes,

'

The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd.
He closes with you in this consequence

;

G ood sir, or so ; or friend, or gentlemany—
According to the phrase, or the addition.
Of man, and country.
Rey. Very good, my lord.

Pol. And then, sir, does he this ?—He does-—
What was I about to say?—By the mass, I was
about to say something :—Where did I leave ?

Rey. At, closes in the consequence.
Pol, At, closes in the consequence,—Ay, marry

;

He closes with you thus :—/ knou< the gentleman
;

/ saw him yesterday, or t' other day.
Or then, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as you say.

There was he gaming ; there o'ertook in his rouse
;

There falling out at temiis : or, perchance,
I saw him enter such a House of sale,

{Videlicet, a brothel,) or so forth.—
See you now

;

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth :

Rey. Bi [ood lord,—

—
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And thus do we of wisdom and of reach,

Witli windlaces, and with assays of biaa.

By indirections find directions out

;

So, by my former lecture and advice.

Shall you my son: You have me, have you not?

Reu. My lord, I have.

Pol, God be wl'you ; fare you well.

Rey. Good my lord,

PoL Observe his inclination in yourself.

Rey. I shall, my lord.

Pol, And let him ply his musick.

Rp„ Well, my lord.

\Exit.

Enter OPHELIA.
Pol. Farewell!—How now, Ophelia? what's the

matter?
n, . ,

Oph . O , my lord,my lord, I have been so affri ghted

!

Pol. With what, in the name of heaven?

Uph. My lord, as 1 was sewing in my closet.

Lord Hamlet,—with his doublet all unbrac'd ;

No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd,

Unganer'd, and do\vn-gyved to his ancle
;

Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each other;

And with a look so piteous in purport.

As if he had been loosed out of hell.

To speak of horrors,—he comes before me.

Pol. Mad for thy love ?

Oph. My lord, I do not know

;

But, truly, I do fear it.
, ^

Pol, What said he?

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ;

Then goes he to the length of all his arm

;

And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow,

He falls to such perusal of my face.

As he would draw it. Long staid he so;

At last,—a little shaking of mine arm,
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,—
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound.

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk,

And end his being: That done, he lets me go:

And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd.

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes

;

For out o'doors he went without their helps,

And, to the last, bended their light on me.
Pot. Come, go with me; I will g,o seek the king-

Tliis is the very ecstasy of love
j
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Whose violent property foredoes itself,

And leads the will to desperate underlaltings.

As oft as any passion under heaven,
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry,

—

What, have you given him any hard words of late ?

Oph. No, my good lord
;
but, as you did com-

mand,
I did repel his letters, and denied
His access to me.
Pol. That hath made him mad.

I am sorry, that with better heed and judgment,
I had not quoted him: I fear'd, he did but trifle.

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jea-
lousy !

It seems, it is as proper to our age
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions,

As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king:
This must be known; which, being kept close,

might move
More grief to hide, than hate to utter lovs.

Come, [^Ea'eunt.

SCENE II.

A room in the castle.

Enter King, Queen. ROSENCRANTZ, GUIL-
DENSTERN, and Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guil-
denstern '.

Moreover that we much did long to see you.
The need, we have to use you, did provoke
Or hasty sending. Something have you heard
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it,

Since not the exterior nor the inward man
Resembles that it was : What it should be.

More than his fcither's death, that thus hath put him
So much from the understanding of himself,
I cannot dream of : I entreat you both.
That,—being of so young days brought up with hitn.

And, since, so neighbour'd to his youth and humour,—
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court
Some little time : so by your companies
To draw liira on to pleasures ; and to gather.

So much as from occasion you may glean,
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus.
That, open'^ lies within our remedy.

it
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Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talked of

you
;

And, sure I am, two men there are not living.

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you
To show us so much gentry, and good will,

As to expend your time with us a while,

For the supply and profit of our hope,
Your visitation shall receive such thanks
As fits a king's remembrance.

Ros. Both your majesties
Might, by the sovereign power you have of us.

Put your dread pleasures move into command
Than to entreaty.

Guil. But we both obey ;

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent.
To lay our service freely at your feet.

To be commanded.
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guilden-

stern.

Quee/i. Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle Rosen-
crantz :

And I beseech yon instantly to visit

My too much changed son.—Go, some of you,
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our presence, and our
practices.

Pleasant and helpful to him !

Queen. Ay, amen

!

[Ba-'eunt Ros. Guil. and some Attendants.

Enter POLONIUS.
Pol, The embassadors from Norway.my good lord.

Are joyfully return'd.
King. Thou still hast been the father of good news-
Pol. Have 1, my lord f Assure you, my good liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul.

Both to my God, and to my gracious king :

And I do think, (or else this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure
As it hath us'd to do,) that I have found
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy.
King. O, sneak of that ; that do I long to hear.
Pol. Give first admittance to the embassadors;

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast.

King, Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in.

{F.xit Polojiius,

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath ftmfld
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The bead and source of all your son's distemper.

Queen. 1 doubt, it is no other but the main;
His father's death, and our o'er-hasty marriage.

Re-enter POLONIUS, wiM VOLTIMAND and
CORNELIUS.

jKing. Well, we shall sift him.—Welcome, my
good friends 1

Say, Voltimaiid, what from our brother Norway ?

p'll. Most fair return of greetings, and desires.

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress
His nephew's levies; which to hira appeared

To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack
;

But, better look'd into, he truly found
It was against your highness : Whereat griev'd,—
That so his sickness, age, and impotence.

Was falsely borne in hand,—sends out arrests

On Fortinbrasi which he, in brief, obeys
;

Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine.

Makes vow before his uncle, never more
To give the assay of arms against your majesty.

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy.

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee
;

And his commission, to employ those soldiers.

So levied as before, against the Polack

:

With an entreaty, herein further shown,
\^Gives a paper.

That it might please you to give quiet pass
Through your dominions for this enterprize

;

On such regards of safety, and allowance.
As therein are set down.

King. It likes us well;
And, at our more consider'd time, we'll read.

Answer, and think upon this business.
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour

:

Go to your rest ; at night we'll feast together;
Most welcome home! [^Exeunt P'ul. and Cor.

Pol. This business is well ended,
My liege, and madam, to expostulate
\Vhat majesty should be, what duty is.

Why day is day, night, night, and time is time.

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time.
Therefore,—since brevity is the soul of wit,

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,—
I will be brief: Your noble sou is mad :

Mad call I it i for, to define true madness.
What is't, but to be nothing else but naad ;
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But let that go.

Queen. More matter, with less art.

Fol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at aU.

That he is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true, 'tis pity
;

And pity 'tis, 'tis true: a foolish figure;

But farewell it, for I will use no art.

Mad let us grant him then : and now remains,

That we find out the cause of this effect

;

Or, rather say, the cause of this defect

;

For this effect, defective, comes by cause :

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.

Perpend.
I have a daughter; have, while she is mine;
Who, in hep duty and obedience, mark.

Hath given me this : Now gather, and surmise.

— 71) the celestitil, and my soul's idol, the most

beautified Opheliit,

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase
;
beautified is a

Tile phrase; but you shall hear.—Thus :

In her eA'celtent white bosom, these, &c.

—

Queen. Came this from Haralet to her?

PoL Good madam, stay a while ; I will be faith-

ful.—

Doubi thou, the stars areJire; [Reads.

Doubt, that the sun doth move:
Doubi truth to be a liar ;

But ne»er doubt, I love.

0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I have

not art to reckon my groans: but that I love thee best,

0 most best, believe it. ^dieu.

, Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst

(
Mis machine is to him, Hamlet.

This, in obedience, hath ray daughter shown me :

And more above, hath his solicitings,

As they fell out by time, by means, and place.

All given to mine ear.

JCine". Biit how hath she

Receiv'd his love ?

Pal. What do you think of me ?

King- As of a man faithful and honourable.

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you
think,

When I had seen this hot love on the wing,
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that,

Before my daughter told me,) what might you.

Or ray dear majesty your queen here, think.
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If I had play'd the desk, or table-book
;

Or given my heart a working mute and dumb
;

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight

;

What might you think ? no, I went round to work,
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak :

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere;
7'Ms must mi be: and then I precepts gave her.
That she should lock herself from his resort.
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens-
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice

;

And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,)
Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast

;

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness
;

Thence to a lightness
; and, by this declension.

Into the madness wherein now he raves,
And all we mourn for.

'

King. Do you think, 'tis this?
Queen. It may be, very likely.

Pot. Hath there been such a time, (I'd fain know
that,)

That I have positively said, '7'is so,

When it prov'd otherwise ?

King. Not that I know.
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise ;

[Pointing to his head and shoulder.
If circumstances lead me, I will find
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed
Within the centre.

King. How may we try it further?
Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hours

together.
Here iii the lobby.
Queen. So he does, indeed.
Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him :

Be you and I behind an arras then
;

Mark the encounter : if he love her not,
And be not from his reason fallen thereon,
Let me be no assistant for a state.
But keep a farm, and carters.
King. We will try it.

Enter HAMLET, reading.

Queen. But, look, where sadly the pflor wretch
comes reading.

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away

;

I'll board him presently :'—0, give me leave.

—

{Ea^emt King, Quee/if and Attendants,
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How does my good lord Hamlet?
Ham. Well, god-'a-mercy.
Pol. Do you know me, my lord f

Jiam. Excellent well; you are a fishmonger.
Pol. Not I, my lord.

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man.
Pol. Honest, my lord?
Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes,

is to he oris man pick'd out of ten thousand.
Pol. That's very true, my lord.

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead
dog, being a god, Vissing carrion,——Have you a
daughter ?

Pol. I have, my lord.

Ham. Let her not walk i'the sun: conception is

a blessing ; but as your daughter may conceive,—
friend, look to't.

Pol. How say you by that? \_Aside.'] Still harping
on my daughter :—yet he knew me not at first ; he
said, I was a fishmonger : He is far gone, far gone :

and, truly, in my youth I suffered much extremity
for love

;
very near this. I'll speak to him agaia.

-—What do you read, my lord ?

Ham. Words, words, words !

Pol. What is the matter, my lord?
Ham. Between who ?

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord.

Ham. Slanders, sir: for the satirical rogue says
here, that old men have grey beards ; that their

faces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber,
and plum-tree gum ; and that they have a plentiful

lack of wit, together with most weak hams : All
which, sir, though I most powerfully and potently
believe, yet [ hold it not honesty to have it thus
set down ; for yourself, sir, shajl be as old as I

am, if, like a crab, you could go backward.
Pol. Though this be madness, yet there's method

in it. [^siVc] Will you walk out of the air, my lord ?

Ham. Into my grave?
Pol. Indeed, that is out o'the air.—How pregnant

sometimes his replies are! a happiness that often
madness hits on, which reason and sanity could not
so prosperously be deliver'd of. I will leave hini,

and suddenly contrive the means of meeting between
him and my daughter.—My honourable lord, I
will most humbly take my leave of you.
Ham, You cannot, sir, take from me any thing
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tJiat I will more willingly part withal
; except my

life, except my life, except my life.

Pol. Fare you well, my lord.

Ham. These tedious old fools !

£n/erROSENCRANTZflrtrfGUrLDENSTERN.
Pol. You go to seek lord Hamlet; there he is.

Ros. God save you, sir ! [ To Polonius.

\_Ea;it Polonius.
Guil. My honour'd lord !

—

Mos. My most dear lord!—
Ham. My excellent good friends ! How dost thou,

Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencraiitz ! Good lads, how
do ye both 7

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth.

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy
;

On fortune's cap we are not the very button.

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ?

Ros. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the

^middle of her favours ?

Guil. 'Faith, her privates we.
Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? O, most

true; she is a strumpet. What news?
Ros. None, my lord ; but that the world's grown

honest.
Ham. Then is doomsday near: But your news

is not true. Let me question more in particular:

What have you, my good friends, deserved at the

hands of fortune, that she sends you to prison

hither ?

Guil. Prison, my lord !

Hum, Denmark's a prison.
Ros. Then is the world one.

Ham. A goodly one; in which there are many
confines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being
one of the worst.

Ros. We think not so, my lord.

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you ; for there is

nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it

so : to me it is a prison.

Ros. Why, then your ambition makes it one;
'tis too narrow for your mind.
Ham. O God ! I could be bounded in a nutshell,

and count myself a king of infinite space ; were it

not that I have bad dreams.
.Gail. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for
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the very substance of the ambitious is merely the
shadow ef a dream.
Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow.
Ros. Truly, and 1 hold ambition of so airy and

light a quality, that it is bat a shadow's shadow.
Ham. Theu are our beggars, bodies ; and our

monarchs, and outstretch 'd heroes, the beggars'
shadows : Shall we to the court ? for, by my fay,
I cannot reason.

Ros. Gtiil. We'll wait upon you.
Ham. No such matter : I will not sort you with

the rest of my servants
;
for, to speak to you like an

honest man, 1 am most dreadfully attended. Butj
in the beaten way of friendship, what make you
at Elsinore?
Ros. To visit you, my lord; no other occasion.
Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ;

but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks
are too dear, a halfpenny. Were you not sent for?
Is it your own inclining ? Is it a free visitation f

Come, come
; deal justly with me : come, come

;

nay, speak.
Guil. What should we say, my lord 1

Ham. Anything—but to the purpose. You were
sent for; and there is a kind of confession in your
looks, which your modesties have not craft enough
to colour

: I know, the good king and queen have
sent for you.
Ros. To what end, my lord 1

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me con-
jure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the
consonancy of our youth, by the obligation of our
ever-preserved love, aud by what more dear a better
proposer could charge you withal, be even and di-
teet with me, whether you were sent for, or no.

Ros. What say you? {To GuUdenstern

.

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you ; [^sirfe.]
•>-if you Jove me, hold net off.

Guil. My lord, we were sent for.
Ham. I will tell you why; so shall my antici-

pation prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to
the king and queen moult no feather. I have of
late, (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my
mirth, forgone all custom of exercises : and, indeed,
it goes so heavily with my disposition, that this
goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a steril pro-
montory

; this oiost excelleat canopy, the air, look
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you, this brave o'erhaiiging firmament, this majes-

tical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears

no other thing to me, than a foul and pestilent con-

gregation of vapours. What a piece of work is

man 1 How noble in reason \ how infinite in facul-

ties ! in form, and moving, how express and admi-

rable ! in action, how like an angel! in apprehension,

how like a god ! the beauty of the world ! the pa-

ragon of animals! And yet, to me, what is this

quintessence of dust? man delights not me,—nor

woman neither
;
though, by your smiling, you seem

to say so.

JiosMy lord,there was no such stuff in mythoughts.

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said,

Alan delights not me?
Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in

man, what lenten entertainment the players shall

receive from you : we coted them on the way ; and

hither are they coming, to oli'er you service,

Ham. He that plays the king shall be welcome

;

his majesty shall have tribute of me : the adven-

turous knight shall use his foil, and target: the

lover shall not sigh gratis; the humourous man
shall end his part in peace : the clown shall make
those laugh, whose lungs are tickled o'the sere ; and

the lady shall say her mind freely, or the- blank

verse shall halt for't.—What players are they?

Ros, Even those you were wont to take such de-

light in, the tragedians of the city.

Ham. How chances it, they travel ? their residence,

both in reputation and profit, was better both ways.

Bos. I think, their inhibition comes by the means

of the late innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they

did when I was in the city? Are they So followed?

Ros. No, indeed, they are not.

Ham. How comes it ? Do they grow rusty ?

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted

pace : But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little

eyases, that cry out on the top of question, and

are most tyrannically clapp'd for't : these are now
the fashion ; and so berattle the common stages,

Cso they call them,) that many, wearing rapiers, are

afraid of goose quills, and dare scarce come thither.

Ham. What, are they children? who maintains

them? how are they escoted? Will thej^ pursue the

quality no longer than they caii sing? will they not
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say afterwards, if they should grow themselves to
common players, (as it is most lilce, if their meaiis
are no better,) their writers do them wrong, to
malce them exclaim against their own succession ?

Ros. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both
sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them
on to controversy : there was, for a while, no money
bid for argument, unless the poet and the player
went to cuffs in the question.

/{am. Is it possible ?

Guil. O, there has been much throwing about of
brains.

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ?

Ros. Ay, tliat they do, my lord ; Hercules and
his load too.

Nam. It is not very strange : for my uncle is king
of Denmark ; and those, tha* would make mouths
at him while my father lived, give twenty, forty,
fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, for his picture
in little. 'Sblood, there is something in thia mote
than natural, if philosophy could find it out.

IfNourish of trumptts loitkin.
GuiL There are the players.
Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore.

Your hands. Come then : the appurtenance of wel-
come is fashion and ceremony : let me comply with
you in this garb ; lest my extent to the players,
which, I tell you, must show fairly outward, should
more appear like entertainment than yours. You
are welcome: but my uncle-father, and aunt-
mother, are deceived.

Guil. In what, my dear lord ?

Ham. I am but mad uorth-north-west ; when the
wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a handsaw.

Enter POLONIUS,
Pol. Well bfi with you, gentlemen !

Hum. Hark you, Guildenstern ;—and you too ;—
at each ear a hearer : that great baby, you see there,
is not yet out of his swaddling-clouts.
Ros. Haply, he's the second time come to them:

for, they say, an old man is twice a child.
Ham. I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the

players
; mark it.—You say right, sir : o'Monday

morning; 'twas then," indeed.
Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.
Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When

190
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Roscius was an actor in Rome,

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord.

//am. Buz, buz I

PoL Upon my honour,—

—

Ham. TAen came each actor on his ass,

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tra-

cedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical,

historical-pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical-co-

mical, historical-pastoral, scene mdividahle, or poem

unlimited : Seneca cannot he too heavy, nor 1 lau-

tus too light. For the law of writ, and the liberty,

these are the only men.

Ham. O Jephlhah, judge of Israel,—vhut a trea-

sure hadst thou ! , , ,
Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord !

Jfa7n. Why,

—

One fair daughter, and no more.

The which he loved passing well.
r . -j

Pol. Still on my daughter. [^Sl*.

Ham. Am I not i'the right, old Jephthali !

Pol. If you call me Jcphthah, my lord, 1 have a

daughter, that I love passing well.

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

/^o/. What follows then, my lord?

Ham. Why, As by lot, God wot, and then, yon

know. It came to pass, As mast lilts tt was,— ihs

first row of the pious chanson will show you more

;

for look my abridgment comes.

Enter four or Jive Players.

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all ;—I am

"lad to see thee well ;—welcome, good friends.—O,

old friend '. Why, thy face is valanccd since I saw

thee last; Com'st thou to beard me in Denmark?

—What ! my young lady and mistress ! By- r- lady,

your ladyship is nearer to heaven, than when I saw

you last, by the altitude of a chopine. Pray trod,

your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be not

crack'd within the ring.—Masters, you are all wel-

come . We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly at

any thing we see: We'll have a speech straight:

Come, give us a taste of your quahty ; come, a pas-

sionate speech.

1 Play. What speech, my lord ?

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once,—

hut it was never acted ; or, it it was, not above

once: for the play, I remember, pleased not the

million ; 'twas ^aviace to the general ;
but it was
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(as I received it, and others, whose judgments in
such raalters, cried in the top of mine,) an excellent
plajr

;
well digested in the scenes, set down with

as much modesty as cunning. I remember, one said
there were no sallets in the lines, to make the mat-
ter savoitryi no matter in the phrase, thatmight mdite the author of affection : but call'd itan honest method, as wholesome as sweet and bi
very much more handsome than fine. One speech
ui It 1 chiefly loved : 'twas «neas' tale to Dido •

and thereabout of it especially, where he speaks ofrriam s slaughter i If it live in your memOTy, be-
gin at this line : let me see, let me seeTh ruggnl P^rrlms, Me the Hmmnlan Ocast.—
tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus.
Tki rugged Pyrrhus,—he, whose stMe arms.
Black as kts purpose, did lie night ressemUe
ITken he lay cuuched in the ominous horse,
ilalh now this dread and Hack completion smear'd

heraldry more dismal; head tofoot
I^jm IS he total gules; horribly trick'

d

IVith blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons :

, J
""pasted with the parching streets,

Jhat lend a tyrannous and a damned light
To thetr lord's murder : Hoasted in wrath, and /ire,
^f^d thus o'er-sdxed with coagulate gore,
II uh eyes like carbuncles, tfe hellish Pyrrhus
Old grands.re Priam seeks.—So proceed you.ni. bore God, my lord, well spoken: withgood accent, and good discretion.

I Play. Anon hefinds him
^'"ting too short at Greeks ; his antique sword,Kebelhous to his arm, lies u,here it falls,
liepugnant to command: Unequal match'd.

But „,th thewhff and wind of his fell sword
Jhe unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium,keemmg to feel this blow, with flaming lop
Stoops to hs base ; and with a hideous crrnh

ivlff J r^r''""'' /»'•. '» .' his smrdIVhieh was declmmg on the milky head
Of reverend Priam, seem'd i'the air to stick

:

t^o, as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus stood;
And, Me a neutral to his will and matter,^id nothing.
But, as we often see, against some storm,A Silence tn Ue heavens, the rack stand still.
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The bold winds speechless, and the orb below

As hush as death; anon, the dreadful r.hunder

Doth rend the region : So, after Pyrrhus' pause,
A roused vengeance sets him new a work

\

And never did the Cyclops' hammers fait

On A^ars's armour, forg'dfor proof eterne,

fVith less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding swOrd
Now falls on Priam,—
Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune / ^11 jfou gods,

In general synod, take away her power ;

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel.

And bowl the roU7id nave down the hill of hea-

ven.

As low as to thefiends !

Pol. This is too long.

Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your beard.

—

Pr'ythee, say on:— He's for a jig, or a tale oE

bawdry, or he sleeps :—say on : come to Hecuba.
1 Play. But who, ah woe f had seen the mobled

queen
Ham. The mobled queen ?

Pol. That's good; mobled queen is good.
1 Play. Run barefoot up and down, tkreat'ning

the fiames
JVith bisson rheum ; it clout upon that head,

fVhere late the diadem stood; and, for a robe,

About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins,

A blanket, in the alarm offear caught up ;

fVho this had seen, with tongue in venom steep'd,

'Gainst fortune's state would treason have pro-
nounc'd :

But if the gods themselves did see her then,

ff^hen she saw Pyrrkus make malicious sport

In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs;

The instant burst of clamour that she made,
{Unless things mortal move them not at all,")

fVould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven,

And passion in the gods.
Pol. Look; whether he has not turn'd his colour,

and has tears in's eyes.—Pr'ythee, no more.
Ham, 'Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest

of this soon.—Good my lord, will you see the

players well bestowed? Do you hear, let them be

well used ; for they are the abstract, and brief

chronicles, of the time : After your death you were
better have a bad epitaph, than their ill report

whiie you live.
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Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their
desert.

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better: Use
every man after his desert, and who shall 'scape
whipping? Use them after your own honour and
dignity : The less they deserve, the more merit is
in your bounty. Take them in.

Pol. Come, sirs.

\_E.vit Polonius, with some of the Players.
Ham. Follow him, friends ; we'll hear a play to-

inorrow.—Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you
play the murder of Gonzago?

I Ploj/. Ay, my lord.
Ham. We'll have it to-moiTow night. You could,

for a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen
lines, which I would set down, and insert in't?
could you not ?

1 Piny- Ay, my lord.
Ham. Very well.—Follow that lord ; and look

you mock him not. [EA't't Player.] My "ood
friends, [Tu Bos. and Gull.] I'll leave you till
night : you are welcome to £lsinore.

Has. Good my lord !

[Eaeunt Rosencrantz and Guildensiern.
Ham. Ay, so, God be wi'you :—Now I am alone.

O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I

!

Is it not monstrous, that this player here.
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion.
Could force his soul so to his own conceit.
That, from her working, all his visage wann'd

;

Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect,
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting
With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing

!

For Hecuba !

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,
That he should weep for her? What would he do.
Had he the motive and the cue for passion.
That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears.
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech;
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free,
Cosfound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed.
The very faculties of eyes and ears.
Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak.
Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause.
And can say nothing

; no, not for a king,
Upoa whose property, and most dear life.
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A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward?

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across?

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in ray face?

Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i'the throat»

As deep as to the lungs I Who does me this?

Ha!
Why, I should take it; for it cannot be.

But I am pigeon -liver'd, and lack gall

To make oppression bitter; or, ere this,

I should have fatted all the region kites

With this slave's offal: Bloody, bawdy villain!

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous,kindless villain I

Why, what an ass am I? This is most brave;

That I, the son of a dear father murder'd.

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell.

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with wordB,

And fall a cursing, like a very drab,

A scullion 1

Fie upon't! foh ! About, my brains ! HumphI I

have heard.
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play.

Have by the very cunning of the scene

Been struck so to the soul, that presently

They have proclaim'd their malefactions :

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak

With most miraculous organ. I'Uhave these players

Play something like the murder of my father.

Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks ;

I'll tent him to the quick; if he do blench,

I know my course. The spirit, that I have seen.

May be a devil : and the devil hath power
To assume a pleasing shape

;
yea, and, perhaps.

Out of my weakness, and my melancholy,

(As he is very potent with such spirits,)

Abuses me to damn me ; I'll have grounds

More relative than this : The play's the thing.

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king.

ACT III. SCENE I.

^ room in the castle.

Enter Kine, Queen, POLONIUS, OPHELIA,
ROSENCRANTZ, anU GUILDENSTERN.
King. And can you, by no drift of conference

Get from him, why he puts on this confusion

;

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy I j
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Ro$. He does confess, he feels himself distracted
;But from what cause he will by no means speak.

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded

;

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof.
When we would bring him on to some confession
Of his true state.

Queen. Did ha receive you well 7
Hos. Most like a gentleman.
Guil. But with mucK forcing of his disposition.
Ros. Niggard of question; but, of our demands.

Most free in his reply.

Queen. Did you assay him
To any pastime ?

Ros, Madam, it so fell out, that certain players
We o'er-raught on the way : of these we told him ;And there did seem in him a kind of joy
To hear of it ; 'ITiey are about the court

;

And, as I think, they have already order
This night to play before him.

Pf^^' 'Tis most true :

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties.
To hear and see the matter.
King. With all my heart; and it doth much

content me
To hear him so inclin'd.
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge.
And drive his purpose on to these delights.

Ros. We shall, my lord.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Ouildenstern.
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us tooi

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither

;

That he, as ^were by accident, may here
Affront Ophelia

:

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,)
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen,We may of their encounter frankly judge

;

And gather by him, as he is behav'd,
If't be the affliction of his love, or no.
That thus he suffsrs for.

Queen. I shall obey you

:

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish,
That your good beauties be the happy causem Hamlet's wildness ; so shall I hope, your virtues
Will bring him to his wonted way again.
To both your honours.

PpA- Madam, I wish it may.
lEiic Queen.
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Pol. OpTieUa,-walk you here :—Gracious , so please

you,

We will bestow ourselves :—Read on this book;
[7b Ophelia,

That show of such an exercise may colour

Your loneliness.—We are oft to blame in this,—

'Tis too much prov'd,—that, with devotion's Tisage,

And pious action, we do sugar o'er

The devil himself.

King. O, 'tis too true ! how smart

A lash that speech doth give my conscience !

The harlot's cheek, beautied with plast'ring art.

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it.

Than is my deed to my most painted word

:

O heavy burden !
\_Aside.

Pol. I hear him coming ; let's withdraw, my lord.

lEu'eunt King and Polonius.

Enter HAMLET.
Ham. To be, or not to be, that Is the question :—

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune

;

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And, by opposing, end them ;—To die,—to sleep,—

No more ;—and, by a sleep, to say we end

The heart-ach, and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to,—'tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ;—to sleep

To sleep ! perchance to dream ;—ay, there's the rub
j

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil.

Must give us pause : There's the respect.

That makes calamity of so long life :
_

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,

The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay.

The insolence of office, and the spurns

. That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear.

To grunt and sweat under a weary life ;

But that the dread of something after death,

—

The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn

No traveller retui-ns,—puzzles the will

;

And makes us rather bear those ills we have.

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Tints consoienge does make cowards of us all j
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And thus the native hue of resolution
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought J

And enterprizes of great pith and moment.
With this regard, their currents turn awry.
And lose the name of action.—Soft you, now !

The fair Ophelia :—Nymph, in thy orisons
Be all my sins remember'd.
Ham. Good my lord.

How does your honour for this many a day ?

Ham. I humbly thank you; well.
Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours.

That I have longed long to re-deliver;
I pray you, now receive them.
Ham. No, not I ;

I never cave you aught.
Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right well,

you did

;

And, with them, words of so sweet breath composed
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost.
Take these again ; for to the noble mind.
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind.
There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honest?
Oph. My lord?
Ham, Are you fair?

Oph. What means your lordship?
Ham. That if you be honest, aud fair, you should

admit no discourse to your bsauly.
Oph. Could beauty, my iord, have better com-

merce than with honesty ?

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will
sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd,
than the force of honesty can translate beauty into
his likeness : this was some time a paradox, but now
the time gives it proof. I did love you ouce.

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so.
Ham. Vou should not have believed me; for

virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we
shall relish of it: I loved you not.

Oph. I was the more deceived.
Ham. Get thee to. a nunnery; Why wouldst

thou be a breeder of sinners? I am myself indif-
ferent honest; but yet I could accuse me of such
things, that it were better, my mother had not
born me : I am very proud, revengeful, ambitious

;

with more offences at my beck, than I have thoughts
to put them in, imagination to give them shape, or
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time to act them in : What should such fellows as

I do crawling between earth and heaven ? We are

arrant knaves, all ; believe none of us : Go thy

ways to a nunnery. Where's your father?

Oph, At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him ; that he

may play the fool no where bnt in's own house.

Farewell.
Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens !

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee thia

plague for thy dowry ; Be thou as chaste as ice, as

pnre as snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get

thee to a nunnery ; farewell : Or, if thou wilt

needs marry, marry a fool ; for wise men know
well enough, what monsters you make of them.

To a nunnery, go; and quickly too. Farewell.

Oph. Heavenly powers, veBtore him !

Ham. I have beard of your paintings too, well

enough ; God hath given you one face, and you

make yourselves another : you jig, you amble, and

you lisp, and niek-name God's creatures, and make
your wantonness your ignorailce : Go to ;

I'll no

more of 't ; it hath made me mad. I say, we vvill

have no more marriages : those that are married

already, all but one, shall live ; the rest shall keep

as they are. To a nunnery, go. \_ExU Hamlet.

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown!

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue,

sword :

The expectancy and rose of the fair state.

The glass of fashion, and the mould of form.

The observ'd of all observers! quite, quite down!
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched.

That suck'd the honey of his musick vows.

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason.

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh;

That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth.

Blasted with ecstasy : O, woe is me !

To have seen what I have seen, see what I sea

!

Re-enter KING and POLONIUS.

King. Love ! his affections do not that way tend

;

Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a little.

Was not like madness. 'I'here's something in his

soul.

O'er which his melancholy stts on brood
;

And, I do doubt, the hatchj and the disclose,
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Will be some danger : Which for to prevent,

1 have, in quick determination,

Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England,
For the demand of our neglected tribute :

Haply, the seas, and countries different.

With variable objects, shall expel

This something-settled matter in his heart

;

Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus

From fashion of himself. What think you on't?

Pol. It shall do well : But yet I do believe.

The origin and commencement of his grief

Sprung from neglected love.—How now, Ophelia?

\ou need not tell us what lord Hamlet said;

We heard it all.—My lord, do as you please
j

But, if you hold it fit, after the play,

Let his queen mother all alone entreat him
To show his grief ; let her be round with him ;

And V\\ be plac'd, so please you, in the ear

Of all their conference : if she find him not.

To England send him ; or confine him, whera
Your wisdom best shall think.

King. It shall be so :

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go.

{^Ea-tunt,

SCENE rr.

^ hall in the same.

Enter HAMLET, and certain Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro-
nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if

you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as
lief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not
saw the air loo much with your hand, thus; but
use all gently : for in the very torrent, tempest,

and (as I may say) whirlwind of your passion, you
must acquire and beget a temperance, that may
give it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul,

to hear a robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a
passion to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of

the groundlings ; who, for the most part, are ca-
pable of nothing but inexplicable dumb shows, and
noise : I would have such a fellow whipp'd for

o'er-doing Termagant ; it out-herods Herod: Pray
you, avoid it.

1 Plai/. I warrant your honour.
Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own
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discretion be your tutor: auit the action to the

woid, the word to the action ; with this special

ohservance, that you o'erstep not the modesty of

nature : for any thing so overdone is from the pur-

pose of playing, whose end, both at the first, and

now, was, and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirrour

up to nature ; to show virtue her own feature,

scorn her own image, and the very age and body

of the time, his form and pressure. Now this,

overdone, or come tardy off, though it make the

unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious

grieve ; the censure of which one, must, in your

allowance, o'erweigh a whole theatre of others. 0,

there be players, that I have seen play,—and heard

others praise, and that highly,—not to speak it

profanely, that, neither having the accent of chris-

tians, nor the gait of christian, pagan, nor roan,

have so strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought

some of nature's journeymen had made men, and

not made them well, they imitated humanity so

abominably.
.

J Phiy. I hope, we have reform'd that indif-

ferently with us.

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those,

that play your clowns, speak no more than is set

down for them: for there be of them, that will

themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of barren

spectators to laugh too ; though, in the mean time,

some necessary question of the play be then to be

considered : that's villainous ; and shows a most

pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make

you ready.— \Emtint Playen.

Enter POLONIUS, ROSENCRANTZ, and
GUILDENSTERN.

How now, my lord? will the king hear this piece

of work ?

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently.

Ham. Bid the players make haste.— \_Ea.'it Pol.

Will you two help to hasten them ?

Both. Ay, my lord. \_Ea.-eunt Bos. and Guil.

Ham. What, ho ; Horatio !

Enter HORATIO.
Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man
As e*er my conversation cop'd withal.
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Hot. O, my dear lord,
fiatn. Nay, do not think I flatter:

For what advaucemeut may I hope from thee,
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits.

To feed, and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be
flatter'd?

No, let the candied tongae lick absurd pomp
;

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee,
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear F
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice.
And could of men distinguish her election,
She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing

;A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards
Hast ta'en with equal thanks : andbless'd are those.
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled.
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger
To sound what stop she please ; Give me that man
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart.
As I do thee.—Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king;
One scene of it cqraes near the circumstance.
Which I have told thee of my father's death.
I pr'ythee, when thou seest that act a-foot.
Even with the very comment of thy soul
Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt
Do not itself unkennel in one speech.
It is a damned ghost that we have seen;
And my imaginations are as foul
As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note :

For 1 mine eyes will rivet to his face ;

And, after, we will both our judgments join
In censure of his seeming.

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing,
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft.
Ham. They are coming to the play ; I mustbe idle :

Get you a place.

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet?
Ham. Excellent, i'faith

; of the camelion's dish :

1 eat the air, promise-eramm'd
: You cannot feed

capons so.

Hor. Well, my lord

:
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King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet;

these words are not mine.

Nam. No, nor mine now. My lord,—yon play'd

once ia the university, you say ? [ To Polonius,

Pol, That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a

good actor.

Ham. And what did you enact?

Pol. I did enact Julius C^sar : I was kill d I'the

Capitol; Brutus killM me.

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so ca-

pital a calf there.— Be the players ready?

Ros. Ay, my lord
;
they stay upon your patience.

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit hy me.

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at^

^^PqJ^O ho ! do you mark that? [To the King.

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap T

\^Lying down at Ophelia s jett.

Opk. No, my lord.

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap c

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters?

Oph. I think nothing, my lord.

Hum. That's a fair thought to lie between maids'

legs.

Oph. What is, my lord J

Ham. Nothing.

Oph. You are roerry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I ?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. O I your only jig-maker. What should a

man do, but he merry? for, look you, how cheer-

fully my mother looks, and my father died withm

these two hours.

Oph Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? Nay, then let the devil wear black,

for I'll have a suit of sables. O heavens die two

months ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there's

hope, a great man's memory may outlive his life

half a year : But, by-'r-lady, he must build churches

then : or else shall he suffer not thinking on, with

the hobby-horse; whose epitaph is. For, 0, for, 0,

the hobby-horse is forgot.

Trumpets sound. The dumb show follows.

Enter a King and a Quern, very lovingly ;
ike Queen

embracing him, and he her. She kneels, and make
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shoic of prolestatim unto Urn. He Inie! her upmd tieclines his head upon her neck: lays him damn
upon a bank offowers

; she, seeing him asleep, leaves
htm. Anon comes in a fellow, takes oj" his crown,
kisses M, and pours poison in the King's ears, and
extl. The Queen returns

,. finds the Kinir dead,
and makes passionate aotion. The poisoner, with
some two or three Mutes, comes in again, seeming
to lament with her. The dead body is carried away
The poisoner u-oots the Queen with gifts; she seems
loath and utlwillmg a while, but, in the end, accepts

iExeunt.
Oph. What means this, my lord?
//am. Marry, this is miching mallecho : it means

mischiei.

Ihe^'play*''''"^
*» show imports the argument of

Enter Prologue.
a,m. We shall know by this fellow: the players

oannot keep counsel
; they'll tell all.

Oph. \yill he tell us what this show meant '
Ham. Ay, or any show that you'll show him :Be not you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to

tell you what It means.
Oph. You arc naught, you are naught; I'U marit

the play.

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy.
Here stooping to your clemency,
ft e beg your hearing patiently.

:
Jiam. Js this a prologue, or the posy of a ring !
Oph. Tis brief, my lord.
Ham. As woman's love.

Enter a King and a Queen.
P. King Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart

gone round
Nentune's salt wash, and Tellus' orbed ground

;
And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd sheen,

!
About the world have times twelve thirties been

,
.Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands'

(
Unite commutual in most sacred bands
P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun andmoon

Make us again count o'er, ere love be done '

,
But, woe IB me, you are so sick of late,

; So far from cheer, and from your former state.
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That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust.

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must

:

For women fear too much, even as they love

;

And women's fear and love hold quantity
;

In neither aught, or in extremity.
|

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know
;

j

And as my love is siz'd, my fear is so.
i

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear;

Where little fears grow great, great love grows there,

P. King. 'Faith, I must leave thee, love, and

shortly too ;

My operant powers their functions leave to do

:

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,

Ifonour'd, belov'd; and haply, one as kind

For husband shalt thou
P. Queen. O, confound the rest!

Such love must needs be treason in my breast:

In second husband let me be accurst 1

None wed the second, but who kill'd the first.

Ham. That's wormwood.
P. Queen. The instances, that second matriag)

move.
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love

;

A second time I kill my husband dead.
When second husband kisses me in bed.
P. King. I do believe, you think what now yoi

speak

;

But, what we do determine, oft we break.

Purpose is but the slave to memory
;

Of violent birth, but poor validity :

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree;

But fall, unshaken, when tney mellow be.

Most necessary 'tis, that we forget

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt

:

What to ourselves in passion we propose,

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

The violence of either grief or joy
Their own enactures with themselves destroy:

Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament;

Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not strange,
,

That even our loves should with our fortunes changt
|

For 'lis a question left us yet to prove,
j

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love.

The great man down, you mark, his favourite flieJ:

The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies.
]

And hitherto doth lova on fortune tend :
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For who not needs, shall never lack a friend -

And who in want a hollow friend doth try,
'

Directly seasons him his enemy.
But, orderly to end where I begun,

—

Our wills, and fates, do so contr&ry ran.
That our devices still are overthrown

;Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own
&o think thou wilt no second husband wed
But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead.
^. Ufm Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven

light

!

Sport and repose lock from me, day, and night]
10 desperation turn my trust and hope!An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope !

tach opposite, that blanks the face of ioy.
Meet what I would have well, and it iesttoy t
Both here, and hence, pursue me, lasting strife,
it, once a widow, ever I be wife !

Mam, If she should break it now,

o t- , . [
"^'^ Ophelia.

f. Kmg. Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave ms
here a while

;

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile
ihe tedious day with sleep. [Sieevs
P. Quem. Sleep rock thybraiS /Ana never come mischance between us twain

!

i/awi. Madam, how like you this play ?
Queen. The lady doth protest too much, m»-

thmks.
Bam. O, but she'll keep her word.
Ktng. Haffi you heard the argument ! Is th«reno offence m't

!

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in iest:no offence i'the world. ' '

King. What do you call the play »

„ ,,-J'!" """se-trap. Marry, how ? Tropi-
cal y. 1 his play IS the image of a murder dona
in Vienna

: Gonzago is the duke's name: his wife
Baplista: yon shall see anon; 'tis a knavish piece
of work

:
But what of that ? your majesty, and w»
^"^ touches us not : Let th»

gall d jade wmce, our withers are unwiung.—

£nler LUCIANUS.
This is Mie Lucianus, nephew to the kin.^.

Vou are as good as a chorus, my loriL
191

'
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Ham. I could interpret between j;ou and yoni
|

love, if I could see the puppets dallying.

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.

m,m. It would cost you a groaning, to take off

my edge.

Op*. Still Vietter, and worse.

Ham So you mistake your husbands .-Begin,

mSerl-feave thy damnable faces, and begin.

Come .

croaking raven

"Doth bellow for revenge. j

Z«c Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and

time agreeing ;

Confederate season, else no creature

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected,

With Hecat'sban thrice blasted, thrice infected.

Thy nitural magick and dire property.

On wholesome life usurp immediately.
"

\ Pours the poison into tht sleeper's ears.

Ham. He poisons him i'the garden for his estate.

h£ name's GouMgo: the story is extant, and

^JrittenTn very choice Italian: You shall see anon,

how the murderer gets the love of Gon^ago s wife.

Oph. The king rises.

Ham. What! frighted with false fire .

Queen. How fares my lord?

T'ol. Give o'er the play.

King. Give me some light i—away :

Pol.
Hamle, and Horatk.

Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep.

The hart ungalled play :

For some must watch, while some must sleep;

Thus runs the world away.

—

Would not this, sir, and a forest oi UM,<>r^,a

the rest of my fortunes turn Turk vvith -le,) with

two Provencial roses on my ra.ed shoes, get me a

fellowship in a cry of players, sir !

Hor. Haifa share.

Ham. A whole one, I-
,

For thou dost know, O Damon dear.

This realm dismantled was

Of Jove himself; and now reigns here

A very, very—peacock,

/for. You might have rhymed.
,

H^m. O good^ Horatio, HI take the ghost's word

for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ?
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Hor. Very well, my lord.
Ham. Upon the tHlk of the poisoning,
Hor. I did very well note him.
Ham. Ah, ha !—Come, some musick

; come, the
recorders.

—

For if the king like not the comedy.
Why then, belike,—lie likes it not, perdy.—

. Enter ROSENCRANTZ and GUILDEN-
STERN.

Come, some musick.
GuU. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with

you.
Ham. Sir, a whole history,
Guil. The king, sir,'

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ?

OuU. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distem-
pered.
Ham. With drink, sir ?

Guil. No, my lord, with choler.

_
Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more

richer, to signify this to the doctor; for, for me to
lit him to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge
im into more choler.
GuU. Good my lord, put your discourse into some

frame, and start not so wildly from my affair.
Ham. I am tame, sir .-^pronounce.
Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great

affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you.
Ham. You are welcome.
Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of

the right breed. If it shall please you to make me
a wholesome answer, I will do your mother's com-
mandment : if not, your pardon, and my return,
shall be the end of my business.
Ham. Sir, I cannot.
Guil. What, my lord ?

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer
; my wit*s

diseased : But, sir, such answer as I can make,
you shall command; or, rather, as you say, my
mother: therefore no more, but to the matter: My
mother, you say,—

—

Jios. Then thus she says ; Your behaviour hath
struck her into amazement and admiration.
Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a

mother!—But is there no sequel at the heels of
this mother's adnairation? impart.
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Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet,

ere you go to bed.
Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our

mother. Have you any further trade with ua?

Ros. My lord, you once did love me.
Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers.

Bos. Good my lord, what is your cause of

distemper ? you do, surely, bar the door upon

your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your

friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement.

Kos, How can that be, when you have the voice

of the king himself for your succession in Den-

mark T

Ham. Ay, sir, but, ^/lile the grass grows,—%\t

proverb is something musty.

Enter the Piai/ers, with recorders.

O, the recorders :—let me see one.—To withdraw

with you :—Why do you go about to recover the

wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil?

Ouii. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, mj

love is too unmannerly.
Ham. I do not well understand that. Will yoi

play upon this pipe ?

Cfuil. My lord, I cannot.

Ham. I pray you.

GuiL Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I do beseech you.

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven-

tages with your fingers and thumb, give it brealli

with your mouth, and ii will discourse most elo-

quent rausick. Ijook you, these are the stops.

GuiL But these cannot I command to any utter-

ance of harmony; I have not the skill.

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy i

thing you make of me? You would play upon me;

you would seem to know my stops ;
you would

pluck out the heart of my mystery ;
you would

sound me from my lowest note to the top of my

compass : and there is much musick, excellent voice,

in this little organ ;
yet cannot you make it speak,

'Sblood, do you think, I am easier to be piay 'd on

than a pipe? Call me what instrument you will,

though you can fret me, you cannot play upon

me.
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Enter POLONIUS.
God bless you, sir !

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you,
and presently.

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in
shape of a camel ?

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed.
Uajn. Methinks, it is like a weasel*
Pol. It is back'd like a weasel.
Ham. Or, like a whale ?

Pol. Very like a whale.
Ham. XKen will I come to my mother by and

^y-—They fool me to the top of my bent.—I will
come by and by.

Pol. I will say so. [Exit Polonius.
Ham. By and by is easily said.—Leave me.friends.

[Saeunt Ros. Guil. Hor. §-c.
'Tis now the very witching time of ni^ht;
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot

blood,
And do such business as the bitter day
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother.
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom

:

Let me be cruel, not unnatural

:

I will speak daggers to her, but use none;
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites :

Hon- in my words soever she be shent.
To give them seals never, my soul, consent ! [Ea-ii.

SCENE III,

^ roam in the same.

Enter King, ROSENCRANTZ, and GUtLDEN-
STERN.

Kiag. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us.
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you:
I your commission will forthwith despatch.
And he to England shall along with you

;

The terms of our estate may not endure
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly erow
Out of his lunes. ^ ^

We will ourselves provide :

Most holy and religious fear it is.
To keep those many many bodies safe.
That live, and feed, upon your majesty.
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Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound,

"With all the strength and armour of the mind.

To keep itself from 'noyance; but much more
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest

The lives of many. The cease of majesty

Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw
What's near it, with it: it is a massy wheel,

Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount,

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things

Are mortia'd and adjoin'd ;
which, when it falls,

Each small annexment, petty consequence,

Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

KiTif^. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage
J

For we will fetters put upon this fear.

Which now goes too free-footed.

Jios. Guil. We will haste us.

[Eaeunt Ros. and OuU,

Enter POLONIUS.
Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's closet:

Behind the arras I'll convey myself,

To bear the process ; I'll warrant, she'll tax hira

home ;

And, as you said, and wisely was it said,

'Tis meet, that some more audience, than a mother,

Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear

The speech, of vantage. Fare you well,^my liege:

I'll call upon you ere ymi go to bed.

And tell you what I know.
J^inff Thanks, dear my lord,

[EA'it Polonius.

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heavsn;

It hath the primal eldest curse upon't,

A brother's murder I—Pray can I not.

Though inclination be as sharp as will;

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent;

And, like a man to double business hound,

I stand in pause where I shall first begin.

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand

Were thicker than itself with brother's blood?

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens.

To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy,

But to confront the visage of offence T

And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force,—

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall.

Or paTdon'd, being down? Then Til look up;
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My fault is past- But, O, what form of prayer
Can serve my turu ? Forgive me my foul murder !—
That cannot be ; since 1 am still possess'd

Of those effects for which I did the murder.
My crown, mine own amhitiou, and my queen.
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence!
In the corrupted currents of this world,
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice

j

And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself

Buys out the law : But 'tis not so aboTe

;

There is no shuffling, there the action lies

In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd.
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults.

To give in evidence. What then? what rests?
Try what repentance can : What can it not?
Yet what can it, when one can not repent?
O wretched state 1 O bosom, black as death!
O limed soul

;
that, struggling to be free.

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay !

Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart, with strings of
steel,

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe !-—

All may be well I \_Retires, and kneels.

Enter HAMLET.
Hum. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying ;

And now I'll do't ;—And so he gbes to heaven

:

And so am I reveng'd? That would be scanned :

A villain kills my father; and, for that,

I, his sole son, do this same villain send
To heaven.
Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge.
He took my father grossly, full of bread

;

With all his crimes broao. blown, as flush as May;
And how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven f

But, in our circumstance and course of thought,
'Tis heavy with him : And am I then reveng'd.
To take him in the purging of his soul.

When he is fit and season'd for big passage ?

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent

:

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage
;

Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed
;

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act

That has no relish of salvation in't

:

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven

;

And that his soul may be aa damn'd, and black,
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As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays

;

This physick but prolongs thy sickly days, \_Ea.'it,

The King rises, »nd advances.

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain

below

:

Wordi, without thoughts, never toheaven go. {Exit.

SCENE IV.

Another room in the same.

Enter Queen and POLONIUS.
Pol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home

to him

:

Tell him,hi3 pranks have been too broad to bear with;

And that your grace hath screen'dand stood hetrt-een

Much heat and him. I'll silence me e'en here.

Pray you, be round with him.
Queen. I'll warrant you;

F«ar me not;—withdraw, I hear him coming.
\_Polonius hides himself.

Enter HAMLET.
Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter?
Queen. Hamlet,thou hast thy father much offended,

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended.

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idla

tongue.
Ham. Go, go, you question with awicked tongue.

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet?
Ham. What's the matter now ?

Queen. Have you forgot me ?

Ham. Noj hy the rood, not so:

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife;

And,—'would it were not so I—you are my mother.

Queen. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can

speak.

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down
;
you shall

not budge

;

You go not, till I set you up a glass

Where you may see the inmost part of you,

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not mur-
der me?

Help, help, ho

!

Pol. {Behind.^ What, Ko ! help !

Ham. How now ! a rat

!

\_r)raws.
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Dead, for a ducat, dead,
[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras.

Pol. {Bekiad.'\ O, I am slain.

[Falls, and dies.

Queen. O me, what hast thou done?
ffam. Nay, I know not:

Is it the king?
[Lifts up the arras, and draws forth Polonius.

Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this !

Ham. A Moody deed ;—almost asbad,good mother.
As kill a king, and marry with his brother.

Queen. As kill a king !

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.

—

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell!
[To Polonius.

I took thee for thy better; take thy fortune:

Thou find*st, to be too busy, is some danger.—
Leave wringing of your hands : Peace ; sit you down.
And let me wring your heart: for so I shall.

If it be mrtde o^ penetrable stuff;

If damned custom have not braz'd it so.

That it be proof and bulwark against sense,

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'st wag
thy tongue

In nsise so rude against me ?

Ham. Such an act.

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty
;

Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose

From the fair forehead of an innocent love.

And sets a blister there ; makes marriage vows
As false as dicers' oaths: O, such a deed,
As from the body of contraction plucks
The very soul; and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words: Heaven's face doth glow;
Yea, this solidity and compound mass.
With tristful visage, as against the doom.
Is thought-sick at the act.

Queen. Ah me, what act.

Thai roars so loud, and thunders in the index?
Ham, Look here, upon this picture, and on this;

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.
See, what a grace was seated on this brow:
Hyperion's curls

j the front of Jove himself

;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;
A station like the herald Mercury,
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill

;

A combination, and a form, indeed,
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Where every god did seem to set his seal.

To give the world assurance of a man :

This was your husband.—Look you now, what

follows :

Here is your husband, like a mildewed ear.

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyest

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed.

And batten on this moor? Ha', have you eyes?

You cannot call it, love : for, at your age.

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble,

And waits upon the judgment ; And what judgment

Would step from this to this ? Sense, sure, you

have,
Else, could you not have motion : But, sure, that

sense

Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err;

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd.

But it reserv'd some quantity of choice.

To serve in such a difference. What devil was't,

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind I

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight.

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all.

Or but a sickly part of one true sense

Could not so mope.
O shame I where is thy blush? Rebellious hell.

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones,

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax,
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame,

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge

;

Since frost itself as actively doth burn.

And reason panders will.

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more:

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul

;

And there I see such black and gi-ained spots.

As %vill not leave their tinet.

Ham. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed

;

Stew'd in corruption ;
honeying, and making love

Over the nasty stye ;
—

—

Queen. O, speak to me no more;

These words like "daggers enter in mine ears
;

No more, sweet Hamlet.
ffam. A murderer, and a villain:

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe

Of your precedent lord :—a vice of kings :

A outpurse of the empire and the rule;

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole.
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And put it in his pocket 1

Queen. No more.

Enter Ghost.

Ham. A king

Of shreds and patches :

—

Save tne, and hover o'er me with your wings,

You heavenly guards !—What would your gracious

figure I

Queen. Alas, he's mad.
Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide.

That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by
The important aoting of your dread command ?

O, say .

Ghost. Do not forget: This visitation

Is hut to whet thy almost blunted purpose.

But, look amazement on thy mother sits :

O, step between her and her fighting soul

;

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works

;

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you, lady ?

Queen. Alas, how is*t with you?
That you do bend your eye on vacancy.
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse I

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ;

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements.
Starts up, and stands on end- O gentle son.

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ?

Ham. On him! on him !—Look you, how pale

he glares

His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones.

Would make them capable.—Do not look upon me

;

Lest, with this piteous action, you convert

My stern efiects : then what I have to do
Will want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood.

Queen. To whom do you speak this?

Ham. Do you see nothing there I

Queen. Nothing at all
;
yet all, that is, I see.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?
Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves.

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals

away

!

My father, in his habit as he liv'd!

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal

!

{Eait Ghost.
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Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain

!

This bodiless creation ecstasy

Is very cunning in.

J/am. Ecstasy'.

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately Iceep time,

And makes as healthful musick : It is not madness,

That I have utter'd : bring me to the test,

And I the matter will re-word ; which madness

"Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace,

Lay not that flattering unction to your soul.

That not your trespass, but my madness speaks

:

It will but skiu and film the ulcerous place
;

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within,

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven;

Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come ;

And do not spread the compost on the weeds.

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue:

For in the fatness of these pursy times,

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ;

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good.

Queen. O Hamlet! thou hast cleft my heart in

twain

.

Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it.

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night : but go not to mjr uncle's bed

;

Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat

Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this;

That to the use of actions fair and good

He likewise gives a frock, or livery.

That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night; 1

And that shall lend a kind of easiness

To the next abstinence : the next more easy :

For use almost can change the stamp of nature,

And either curb the devil, or throw him out

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night

And when you are desirous to be bless'd,

I'll blessing beg of you.—For this same lord,

[Pomiin^ to Pohnius.

I do repent: But heaven hath pleas 'd it so,'

—

To punish me with this, and this with me,
That I must be their scourge and minister.

I will bestow him, and will answer well
The death I gave him. So, again, good night I—

I must be cruel, only to be kind ;

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind,

—

But one word more, good lady.
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Queen, What shall I do ?

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do

:

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed
;

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you, his mouse
;

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses,

Oj padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers.
Make yoti to ravel all this matter out,

That 1 essentially am not in madness,
But mad in craft. *Twere good, you let him know ::

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise,
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib,
Such dear concemings hide ? who would do so ?

No, in despite of sense, and secrecy.
Unpeg the basket on the house's top.

Let the birds fly; and, like the famous ape.
To try conclusions, in the basket creep.
And break your own neck down.

breath,
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe
What thou hast said to me.

J/am. I must to England; you know that?
Queen. Alack,

1 had forgot ; *tis so concluded on.
Ham. There's letters seal'd : and my two school-

fellows,

—

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,

—

They bear the mandate
;
they must sweep my way.

And marshal me to knavery: Let it work;
For 'tis the sport to have the engineer
Hoist with his own petar : and it shall go hard.
But I will delve one yard below their mines.
And blow them at the moon ; O, 'tis most sweet.
When iu one line two crafts directly meet.

—

This man shall set me packing.
I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room :—
Mother, good night.—Indeed, this counsellor
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave.
Who was in life a foolish prating knave.
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you :—
Good night, mother.

[EaeunC severally ; Hamlet dragging iiir

Potonius,

assur'd, if words be made of
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

The same.

Enter Kine, Queen, ROSENCRANTZ, and
GUILDENSTERN.

King. There's matter in these sighs ;
these pro-

found heaves
, i.

You must translate : 'tis fit we understand them: '

Where is your son?
Oueen. Bestow this place on us a little while.—

[7b Ros. and OuU. who go mt.

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night

King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet?

Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both

contend
Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit,

Behind the arras hearing something stir,

Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat ! a rat

!

And, in his brainish apprehension, kills

The unseen good old man.
King. O heavy deed :

It had been so with us, had we been there:

His liberty is full of threats to all

;

To you yourself, to us, to every one.

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer d I

It will be laid to us, whose p«ovidenee

Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out of haunt,

This mad young man : but, so much was our love,

We would not understand what was most fit
;

But, like the owner of a foul disease.

To keep it from divulging, let it feed

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone 7

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill d;

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore.

Among a mineral of metals base,

Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done.

King. O, Gertrude, come away !

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch,

But we will ship him hence: and this vile deed

We must, with all our majesty and skill.

Both countenance and excuse.—Ho ! Guildenstern!

^M(er ROSENCRANTZ onrfGUILDENSTERN.

Friends both, go join you with some further aid:

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain.

And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him

:
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Go, seek him out ;
speak f^r, and bring the body

Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this.

{Ea'eunt Ros. and GuU,
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends

;

And let them know both what we mean to do.
And what's untimely done : so, haply, slander,—"
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter.
As level as the cannon to his blank,
Transports his poison'd shot,—may miss our name.
And hit the woundless air.—O ; come away !

My soul is full of discord, and dismay, \Ea.'eunt.

SCENE rr.

Another room in the same.

Enter HAMLET.
Ham. Safely stow'd,— [iios. §-c. wUMn.

Hantlet! lord Hamlet H But soft,—what noise?
who calls on Hamlet? 0, here they come.

I

i^nhrROSENCRANTZflwrfGUILDENSTERN.

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the
dead body?

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin.
Ros. Tell us where 'tisj that we may take it

thence.
And bear it to the chapel.
Ham, Do not believe it.

Ros. Believe what?
Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine

own. Besides, to be demanded of a spunge !—what
replication should be made by the son of a king?

Ros. Take you me for a spunge, my lord?
Ham Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's counte-

nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such offi-

cers do the king best service in the end : He keeps
them, like an ape, in the corner of his jaw ; first

mouth'd, to be last swallow'd : When he needs
what you have glean'd, it is but squeezing you,
and, spunge, you shall be dry again.

Ros. I understand you not, my lord.

Ham. X am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps
in a foolish ear.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body
is, and go with us to the king.

Havi. The body is with the king, but the king ia

not with the body. . The king is a thing——
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Guil. A thing, ray lovit

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide for,

and all after. lEa'eunt.

SCENE III.

Another room in ihe same.

Enter King, attended.

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the body,

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose?

Yet must not we put the strong law on him ;

He's lov'd of the distracted multitude,

Who 'like not in their judgment, but their eyes
;

And, where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd,

JBut never the offence. To bear all smooth and even,

This sudden sending him away must seem
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown.

By desperate appliance are reliev'd.

Enter ROSENCRANTZ.
Or not at all.—How now? what hath befallen?

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow'd, ray lord,

We cannot get from him.
King. But where is he 1

Ros. Without, my lord
;
guarded, to know yow

pleasure.

King. Bring him before us.

Ros. Ho, G uildenstern ! bring in my lord.

Enter HAMLET and GUILDENSTERN.
King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ?

Hajn. At supper.

King. At supper? Where?
Hum. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten:

a certain convocation of politick worms are e'en al

him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet:

we fat all creatures else, to fat us ;
and we fat our-

selves for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean

beggar, is but variable service ; two dishes, but to

one table ; that's the end.

King. Alas, alas

!

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hatk

eat of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of

that worm.
King. What dost thou mean by this?

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a Icing may

go a progress through, the guts of a beggar..
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King. Where is J^olonius?
Ham. In heaven; send thither to aee ; if your

messenger find him not there, seek him i*the other
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not
within this month, you shall nose him as you go
up the stairs into the lobby.
King. Go seek him there. [7b some attendants.
Ham, He will stay till you come.

\_Eaeunt Attendants.
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial

safety,'

—

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve
For that which thou hast done,'—'must send thee

hence
With fiery quickness: Therefore, prepare thyself;
The bark is ready, and the wind at help.
The associates tend, and every thing is beut
For England.
Ham. For England?
^^"g- Ay, Hamlet.
^'?'»- ^ . .

Good.
King. So 13 It, if thou knew'st our purposes.
Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them.—But,

come
; for England !—Farewell, dear mother.

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet.
Ham. My mother : Father and mother is man

and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my
mother. Come, for England. [^Eait.
King. Follow him at foot

;
tempt him with speed

aboard
;

Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-night:
Away

; for every thing is seal'd and done
That else leans on the affair : Prayyou, make haste.

, , _ , ,
{Ea-eunt Ros. and Guil.

And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught,
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense;
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and rad
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe
Pays homage to us,) thou mayst not coldly set
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full.
By letters c6njuring to that effect.
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England;
For like the heetick in my blood he rages.
And thou must cure me : Till I know 'tis done,
Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin.

{E»it.
192
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SCENE IV.

A plain in Denmark.

ErUer FORTINBRAS, and Forces, marching.

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king;

Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras

Craves the convfeyance of a promised march

Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous.

If that hie majesty would aught with us.

We shall express our duty in his eye.

And let him know so.

Cap. I will do't, my lord.

For. Go softly on. [Exeunt Fortinbnts and Form.

Enter HAMLET, ROSENCRANTZ, GUIL-
DENSTERN, ^-c.

Ham. Good sir, whose ppwers are these}

Cap. They are of Norway, sir.

ifam. How purpos d, sir,

I pray you ?

Cap. Against some part of Poland.

Ham. ^I'o

Commands them, sir?

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortmbras.

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir,

Or for some frontier?

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition,

We go to gain a little patch of ground.

That hath in it no profit but the name.

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it;

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole,

A ranker rate, should it he sold in fee.

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it,

Cap. Yes, 'tis already garrison'd.

Ham. Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand

ducats.

Will not debate the question of this straw

:

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace;

That inward breaks, and shows no cause without

Why the man dies.—I humbly thank you, sir.

Cap. God be wi*you, sir. {Exit Captain.

Jtos. Will't please you go, my lordf

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little

liefore. [Eaeunt Ros. and Guil.

How all occasions do inform against me.

And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man,
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If his chief good, and market of his time.
Be but to sleep, and feed? a beast, no more.
Sure, he, that made us with such large diseoursa>
Looking before, and after, gave us not
That capability and godlike reason
To fust in us unua'd. Now, whether it be
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple
Of thinking too precisely on the event,—

>

A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part
wisdom,

And, ever, three parts coward,—I do not know
Why yet I live to say, 7'his thing's to do;
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength,and means.
To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me

:

Witness, this army of such mass, and charge,
Led by a delicate and tender prince;
Whose spirit, with divine ambition pufF'd,
Makes mouths at the invisible event;
Exposing what is mortal, and unsure.
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare.
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great.
Is, not to stir without great argument;
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw,
When honour's at the stake- How stand I then.
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd.
Excitements of my reason, and my blood.
And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, I see
The imminent death of twenty thousand meji.
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame.
Go to their graves like beds

;
fight for a plot

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause.
Which is not tomb enough, and continent.
To hide the slain?—O, from this time forth.
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth !

[fSiit.

SCENE V.
Elsinore. ^ room in the castle.

Enter Queen and HORATIO.
Queen. 1 will not speak with her.
Hor. She is importunate; indeed, distract;

Her mood will needs be pitied.

Queen. What would she have ?
Bar. She speaks much of her father

; says, she
hears,

There's tricks i'the world
; and hems, and beats her

heart

;
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Spums enviously at straws
;
speaks things in doubt,

That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing,

Yet the iinshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection ;

they aim at it,

And hotch the words up fit to their own thoughts;

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield

them,
Indeed would malce one think,there might bethought,

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.

Queen. 'Twere good, she were spoken with; for

she may strew
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds:
Let her come in. IRa-it Horatio.

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is.

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss

:

So full of ariless jealousy is guilt,

It spills itself, in fearing to be spilt.

Re-enter HORATIO, loitA OPHELIA.
Opft. Where is th,e beauteous majesty of Denmark!
Queen. Ho%v now, Ophelia?

Oph. How should I your true love know
From another one ?

By his cockle hat and staff.

And his sandal shoon. \_Singing.

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song!

Oph, Say you? nay, pray you, mark.

He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings.

He is dead and gone
;

At his head a grass-gi-een turf.

At his heels a stone.

O, ho!
Queen. Nay, but Ophelia,

Oph. Pray you, mark,

White his shroud as the mountain snow,
[Sings.

Enter King.

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. Larded all with sweet flowers
;

Which bewept to the grave did go,

With true-love showers.

King. How do you, pretty lady?
Oph. Well, God'ield you ! They say, the owl

was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we
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are, but loiow not what we may be. God be at
your table I

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this; but
wheu they ask you, what it means, say you this

:

Good morrow, 'tis Saint Valentine's day,
All in the morning betirae,

And I a maid at your window.
To be your Valentine :

Then up be rose, and don'd bis clothes.
And dupp'd the chamber dsor

;

Let ia the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia

!

Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end
on't :

By Gis, and by Saint Charity,
Alack, and fie for shame !

Young men will do't, if they come to't;
By cock, they are to blame.

Quath she, before you tumbled me.
You promis'd me to wed :

\_tfe answers.']

So would I ha* done, by yonder sun.
An thou hadst not come to my bed.

King. How long hath she been thus ?

_
Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must be pa-

tient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they
should lay him i'the cold ground : My brother
shall know ef it, and so I thank you for your good
counsel. Come, my coach'. Good night, ladies;
good night, sweet ladies: good night, good ni<;ht.'

King. Follow her close; give her (^ood watch,'
l"

pray you. {Ea.it Horatio.
U 1 this IS the poison of deep grief; it springs
All from her father's death : And now behold,
O Gertrude, Gertrude,
When sorrows come, they come not single spies.
But m battalions ! First, her father slain ;

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author
Of his own just remove: The people muddied.
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts, and

wl^jsper^
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For good Polonius* death ; and we have done but

greenly.

In hugger-mugger to inter him : Poor Ophelia

Divided from herself, and her fair judgment

;

"Without the which we are pictures, ot mere beasts.

Lr.st, and as much containing as all these.

Her brother is in secret come from France :

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in cleuds.

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear

With pestilent speeches of his father's death ;

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd.

Will nothing stick our person to arraign
_

In ear and ear. O my dear G ertrude, this.

Like to a murdering piece, in many places
_ _

Gives me superfluous death ! [-^ noise within.

Queen. Alack ! what noise is this?

Enter a Gentleman.

King. Attend.
Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard the door:

What is the matter?
Gent. Save yourself, my lord;

The ocean, overpeering of his list.

Eats not the fiats with more impetuous haste.

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,

O'erbears your officers ! The rabble call Mm, lord

;

And, as the world were now hut to begin.

Antiquity forgot, custom not known.

The ratifiers and props of every word.

They cry, Chooae we; Laertes shall be king!

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the cloufls,

Laertes shall be king, Laertes king !

Queen. How cheerfullyon the false trail they cry!

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs.
_

_

King. The doors are broke. [Noise within.

Enter LAERTES, armed; Danesfollowing.

Laer. Where is this king?—Sirs, stand you all

without.

Dan. No, let's come in.

Laer. I pray you, give me leave.

Dan. We will, we will.

[They retire without the door.

Laer. I thank you :—keep the door.—O thou vile

king.
Give me my father.

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes.
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Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims

me bastard

;

Cries, cuckold, to my father; brands the harlot

Even here, between the chaste uusmirched brow
Of my true mother.
Kimf. What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks so giant-Uke?—
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ;

There's sufTi divinity doth hedge a king,

That treason can but peep to what it would.
Acts liitle of his will.—Tell me, Laertes,

Whythou art thus ineens'd;— Let him go,Gertrude;

—

Speak, man.
Laer. Where is my father?

King. Dead.
Queen. But not by him.
King. Let him demand his fill.

Laer. How came he dead? I'll not bejuggled with;

To hell, allegiance 1 vows, to the blackest devil I

Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit!

I dare damnation : To this point I stand,

—

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comes
;
only I'll be revcng'd

Most throughly for my father.

King. Who shall stay you X

Laer. My will, not all the world's

:

And, for my means, I'll husband them so well.

They shall go far with little.

King. Good Laertes,

If you desire to know the certainty

Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge.

That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe.

Winner and loser ?

Laer. None but his enemies.

King. Will you know them then T

Laer. To his good friends uius wide I'll ope my
arms

;

And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican.

Repast them with my blood.

King. Why, now you speak

Like a good child, and a true gentleman.
That; I am guiltless of your father's death.

And am most sensibly in grief for it,

It shall as level to your judgment 'pear.

As day does to your eye.

Danes. \fVithin.'] Let her coma in.

Luer. How now 1 what noise is that I
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Enter OPHELIA, /antasticalli/ dressed mth straws

andpowers.

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, seven times salt.

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye !
—

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight.

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May !

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia!

—

O heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life 7

Nature is fine in love : and, where 'tis fine.

It sends some precious instance of itself

After the thing it loves.

Opfi. They bore him barefac'd on the bier
;

Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny:
And in his grave rain'd many a tear;

—

Fare you well, my dove 1

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade
revenge.

It could not move thus.
Oph. You must sing, Down a-down, an you call

him n-down-a. O, how the wheel becomes it ! It is

the false steward, that stole his master's daughter.

Laer. This nothing's more than matter.

Oph. There's rosemary, that'a for remembrance;
pray you, love, remember ; and there is pansies,

that's for thoughts.
Laer. A document in madness

;
thoughts and re-

membrance fitted.

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines :
—

there's rue for you; and here's some for me:—we
may call it, herb of grace o'Sundays :—you may
wear your rue with a difference.—Tliere's a daisy:
— I would give you some violets ; but they wither'd

all, when my father died :—They say, he made a

good end,

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy,— [Sings.

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself.

She turns to favour, and to prettiness.

Oph. And will he not come again ? [SingS.

And will he not come again ?

No, no, he is dead,
Go to thy death-"l)ed.

He never will come again.
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His beard was as white as snow.
All flaxen was his poll

:

He is gone, he is gone.

And we cast away moan ;

God 'a mercy on his soul

!

And of all Christian souls ! I pray God. God he
wi'you ! \_Eji it Ophelia.

Lner, Do you see this, O God T

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief.

Or you deny me right. Go but apart.

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will.

And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me :

If by direct or by collateral hand
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give.

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours.

To you in satisfaction ;
but, if not,

Be you content to lend your patience to us.

And we shall jointly labour with your soul

To give it due content.

Laer. Let this be so
;

His means of death, his obscure funeral,

—

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones.

No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,

—

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth,

That I must call't in question.

King. So you shall

;

And, where the offence is, let the great axe fall.

1 pray you, go with me. \_Ea;eunt.

SCENE VL
j^nother room in the same.

Ejiter HORATIO, and a Servant,

ffvr, "What are they, that would apeak with ma ?

Serv. Sailors, sir;

They say, they have letters for you.
Iwr. Let them come in.— [Exit Serv.

J do not know from what part of the world
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hanalet.

Enter Sailors.

1 Sail. God Uess you, sir.

Hor. Let him bless thee too.

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an't please him. There's
a letter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador
that was bound for England ; if your name be Ho'
ratio, as I am let to know it is.
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Hor. [Reads.] Horatio, when thou shnlt have ovct-

looked this, t;ive these feltotos some means to the king-

they have letters for him. Ere we were two days old

at sea, a pirate of very warlike appointment gave us

chace: Finding ourselves too slow of sail, we put on

a coynpelled valour ; and in the grapple I boardtd

them: on the instant, they got clear of our ship • «
/ alone became their prisoner. They have dealt with

me like thieves of mercy ; btit they knew what theg

did ; I am to do a good turn for them. Let the king

have the letters I have sent, and repair thou to me

with as 7nuch haste as thou wouldstJ?y death. I km
words to speak in thine ear, will make thee dumb

;

yet they are much too light for the tore of the tnalttr.

These good fellows will bring thee where I am. Rostyi-

erantz and Guildenstern hold their course for Eng-

land: of them I have much to tell thee. Farewell.

He that thou knowest thine, Hamla,

Come, I will give you way for these your letters;

And do't the speedier, that you may direct me
To him from whom you brought them, {^luxeuni,

SCENE VII.
Another room in the same.

Enter King and LAERTKS.
King. Now must your conscience my acquittance

seal,

And you must put me in your heart for friend;

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear,

That he, which hath your noble father slain,

Pursu'd my Hfe.

Laer. It well appears :— But tell me,

Why you proceeded not against these feats.

So crimeful and so capital in nature.

As by your safety, greatnesa, wisdom, all things elsej

You mainly were stirr'd up.

King. O, for two special reasons
|

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'dj

But yet to me they are strong. The queen, hie mother,

Lives almost by his looks; and for myself,

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,}

She is so conjunctive to my life and soul.

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere,

I could not but by her. The other motive,

Why to a publick count I might not go,

Is, the great love the general gender bear him :
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Who, dipping all his faults in their affection,

Work like the spring that tuviieth wood to stone.

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows.

Too slightly timher'd for so loud a wind,

Would have reverted to my how again.

And not where I had aim'd them.

Liter. And so have I a noble father lost;

A sister driven into desperate terms ;

Whose worth, if praises may go back again.

Stood challenger on mount of all the age

For her perfections :—But my revenge will come.

King. Break not youT sleeps for that : you must

not think,

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull,

That we can let our beard be shook with danger,

Aud think it pastime. You shortly shall hear move i

I lov'd your father, and w» love ourself

;

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,—

How now t what news 7

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet:

This to your maiesty ; this to the queen.

King. From Hamlet! who brought them?
Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say: I saw them not;

They were given me by Claudio, he received them

Of him that brought them.

King. Laertes, you shall hear them :
—

Leave ns. lEa.-it Messenger.

[Reads.] High and mighty, ijou shall know, I am
set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow I shall beg

leave to sec your kingly eyes: when I shall, first

asking ymr pardon thereunto, recount the occasion of

my sudden and most strange return. Hamlet.

What should this mean ! Are all the rest come back X

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing?

Laer. Know you the hand ?

King. 'T\% Hamlet's character. Naked,—
And, in a postscript here, he says, alone:

Can you advise me ?

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come ;

It warms the very sickness in my heart,

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth.

Thus diddest thou.

King. If it be so, Laertes,

—

As how should it so?—how otherwise?—
Will you be rul'd by me ?
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Latr. Ay, my lord
;

So jou will not o'er-Tule me to a peace.
King. To thine own peace. If he be now re-

turn'd,—

'

As checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it,— I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my device.
Under the which he shall not choose but fall

;

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe;
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice,
And call it, accident.

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd

;

The rather, if you could devise it so.

That I might be the organ.
King. It falls right.

Yoa have been talk'd of since your travel much,
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts
Did not together pluck such envy from him.
As did that one; and that, in my regard.
Of the unworthiest siege.

Laer. What part is that, my lord!
King. A very ribband in the cap of youth.

Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes
The light and careless livery that it wears.
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds,
Jraporting health and graveness.—Two months since,

Here was a gentleman of Normandy,

—

I have seen myself, and serv'd against, the French,
And they can well on horseback: but this gallant
Had witchcraft in't; he grevv unto his seat

;

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse.
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd
With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought,
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks.

Come short of what he did.
Lner. A Norman, was'tf
King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamord.
King. The very same.
Laer. I know him well : he is the brooch, inde«d,

And gem of all the nation.

King. He made confession of you ;

And gave you such a masterly report.
For art and exercise in your defence.
And for your rapier most especial.

That he cried out, "twould be a sight indeed.
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If sne could match you ; the scrimers of their nation.

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye.

If yon oppos'd them; Sir, this report of his

Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy,

That he could nothing do, but wish and beg
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with you.

Now, out of this,'

Laer. What out of this, my lordT

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you I

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow,

A face without a heart ?

Laer. Why ask you this?

King: Not that I think, you did not love your
father

;

But that I know, love is begun by time

;

And that I see, in passages of proof,

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love

A kind of wick, ox snuff, that will abate it

;

And nothing is at a like goodness still

;

For goodness, growing to a plurisy.

Dies in his own too-much : That we would do.

We should do when we would j for this toould

changes.
And hath abatements and flelays as many,'
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents

;

And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh,

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o'the ulcer :

Hamlet comes back; What would you undertake.
To show yourself in deed your father's son
More than in words?
Laer. To cut his throat i'the church.

King. No place.indeed,should miirder sanctuarize;

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes,

W^ill you do this, keep close within your chamber:
Hamlet, return'd, shall know you are come home:

'

We'll put on those shall praise your excellence.

And set a double varnish on the fame
The Frenchman gave you

;
bring you, in fine,

together.

And wager o'er your heads : he, being remise.

Most generous, and free from all contriving.

Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease.

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose
A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice.

Requite hina for your father.

Lmr. 1 will do't

:
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And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword.
1 bought an unction of a mountebank.
So mortal, that, hut dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood, no catHplasm so rare.

Collected from all simples that have virtue

Under the raoon, can save the thing from death,

That is but scratch'd withal : I'll touch my point

With this contagion ;
that, if I gall him slightly,

It may be death.
King. Let's further think of this;

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means,

May fit us to our shape : if this should fail,

And that our drift look through our bad perfonnance,

'Twere better not assay'd ; therefore, this project

Should have a back, or second, that might hold,

If this should blast in proof. Soft ;—let me see;-
We'U make a solemn wager on your cunnings,—
I ha't :

When in your motion you are hot and dry,
(As make your bouts more violent to that end,)

And that he calls for drink, I'll have prefevr'd him

A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping.

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck.

Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise!

Enter Queen.

How now, sweet queen 1

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel,

So fast they follow:—Your sister's drown'd, Laertes,

Laer. Drown'd ! O, where?
Queen, There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook,

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream

;

Therewith fantastick garlands did she make
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,

That liberal shepherds give a grosser name.
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them;

There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeda
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke

;

When down her weedy trophies, and herself.

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide

;

And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up:
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes;

As one incapable of her own distress.

Or like a creature native and indu'd
Unto that element : but long it could not be.

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,

PuU'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay
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To muddy death.
Laer. Alas then, she is drown'd I

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd.
Laer, Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia,

Attd therefore I forhid my tears: But yet

1l is our trick ; nature her custom holds.

Let shame say what it will : when these are gone.

The woman will be out.—Adieu, my lord !

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze,

Rut that this folly drowns it. \_Ea'it.

King. Let's follow, Gertrude;
How much I had to do to calm his rage !

Now fear I, this will give it start again ;

Therefore, let's follow. \^Ea,eunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

A church-yard.

Enter two Clowns, with spades, ^e.

1 Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian burial,

that wilfully seeks her own salvation?

2 Cto. I tell thee, she is
;

therefore, make her
grave straight : the crowner hath set on her, and
finds it Christian burial.

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drown'd her-

self in her own defence?
2 Clo. Why, 'tis found so.

1 Clo, It must be ojfendendo ; it cannot be else.

For here lies the point : If 1 drown myself wit-
tingly, it argues an act: and an act hath three

branches ; it is, to act, to do, and to perform

:

Art(al, she drown'd herself wittingly.

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, ijoodman delver.

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water;
good: here stands the man; good; If the man go
to this water, and drown himself, it is, will he,

nil he, he goes ; mark you that: but if the water
come to him, and drown him, he drowns not him-
self ; Argal, he, that is not guilty of his own
death, shortens not his own life.

2 Clo. But is this law?
1 Clo. Ay, marry is't ; crowner's-quest law.
2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't? If this had

not been a gentlewoman, she should have been
buried out of Christian burial.

1 Ch. Why, there thou say'st : And the more
pity ; that great folks should have countenance in
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thia world to hang or drown themselves, more
than th«ir even Christian. Come, my spade. There

is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers,

and grave-mabers ;
they hold up Adam's profes-

sion.

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman?
1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms.
2 Clo. Why, he had none.
1 Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou

understand the' Scripture? The Scripture says,

Adam digg'd ; Could he dig without arms? I'll

put another question to thee : if thou answer'at

me not to the purpose, confess thyself

2 Clo. Go to.

1 Clo. What is he, that builds stronger
. than

either the mason, the shipwright, or the earpenterf

2 Clo. The gallowa-maker ; for that frame out-

lives a thousand tenants.

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; tli*

gallows does well; But how does it well? it doa
well to those that do ill: now thou dost ill, t«

say, the gallows is built stronger than the church;

argal, the gallows may do well to thee. To't

again ; Come.
2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, i

shipwright, or a carpenter?
1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.
2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell.

1 Clo. To't.
'2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

Enter HAMLET and HORATIO, at n distance.

1 Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; for

your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating;

and, when you are ask'd this question next, say, t

grave-maker;, the houses that he makes, last till

doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan, and fetch

zue a stoup of liquor. [E^it 2 Clown,

1 Clown digs, and sings.

In youth, when I did love, did love,

Methought, it was *ery sweet.

To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove
O, methought, there was nothing meet.

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his businessl

he sings at grave-makLog.
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Uor. Custom hath made it in him a property of

easiness.

Ham. 'Tise'en so: the hand of little employment

hath the daintier sense.

I CIq. But age, with his stealing steps.

Hath claw'd me in his clutch.

And hath shipped me into the land.

As if I had never been such.

\Throw& up a skull.

Umti. That skull had a tongue in it, and could

sing once : How the knave jowls it to the ground,

as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first

murder! This might be the pate of a politician,

which this ass no%v o'er-reaches ; one that would
circumvent God, might it not?

Hor, It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say, Good-

marrow, sweet lord.' How dost thou, good lordf

This might be my lord such-a-one, that prais'd my
lord such-a-one'a horse, when he meant to beg it;

might it not ?

Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Why, e'en so : and now my lady Worm's ;

chapless, and knock'd about the mazzard with a

sexton's spade : Here's fine revolution, an we had

the trick to see't. Did these bones cost no more

the breeding, but to play at loggals with them J

mine ache to think't on't.

1 Clo. A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, [^Stngs.

For—and a shrouding sheet:

O, a pit of clay for to be made
For such a guest is meet.

\_Throws up a skull.

Ham. There's another: Why may not that be

the skull of a latvyer? Where be his quiddits

now, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his

tricks? why does he suffer this rude knave now to

knock him about the sconoe with a dirty shovel,

and will not tell him of his action of battery?

Humph! This fellow might be in's time a great

buyer of land, with his. statutes, his recognizances,

his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries : Is

this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his

recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt?

will his vouahers vouch him no more of his pur-

193
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cliases, and double ones too, than the length ftnd

breadth of a pair of indentures ? The very con-

veyances of his lands will hardly lie in this box;

and must the inheritor himself have no more? ha?
Jior. Not a jot more, my lord.

ffam. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins?

Mor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins too.

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek

out assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow:

—Whose grave's this, sirrah ?

1 Clo Mine, sir.

—

O, a pit of clay for to be made \_Sings,

For such a guest is meet.

i/i*n. I thinkit be thine, indeed ; for thou liestin't.

I Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is

thine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quick ; there-

fore thou liest.

1 Clo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again,

from me to you.
Ifarn. What man dost thou dig it fort

1 do. For no man, sir.

£[am. What woman then ?

1 Clo. For none neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in't?

1 Clo. One, that was a woman, sir; but, rest

her soul, she's dead.
Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak

by the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the

lord, Horatio, these three years I have taken note

of it ; the age is grown so picked, that the toe o£

the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier,

he galls his kibe.—How long hast thou been a

grave-maker ?

1 Clo. Of all the days i'the year, I came to't that

day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbraa.

Ham. How long's that since ?

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell

that : It was that very day that young Hamlet
born : he that is mad, and sent into England.
Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent to England?

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall re-

cover his wits there ; or, if he do not, 'tis no great

matter there.

yours : for do not lie in't, yet it is mine.

HaiH. Why?
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1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there; there the

men are as mad as he.

Ham. How came he mad ?

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say.
ffnn. Huw strangely ?

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits.

Ham. Upon what ground ?

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark; I have been
sexton here, man and boy, thirty years.

//flm.Howlong will amanliei'the earth ere he rot?

1 Clo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die,

(as we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that

will scarce hold the laying in,) he will last you
some eight year, or nine year : a tanner will last

you nine year.

Ham. Why he more than another?
1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so taun'd with his

trade, that he will keep out water a great while
j

and your water is a sore deeayer of your whoreson
dead body. Here's a skull now hath lain you i'tha

earth three-and-twenty years.
Ham. Whose was it?

1 Clo, A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; Whose
do you think it was ?

Ham. Nay, I know net.

1 Clo, A pestilence on him for a naad rogue ! he
pour'd a flagon o£ Rhenish on my head once. This
same skull, air, was Yorick's skull, the king's jester.

Ham. This? \^Takes tke skull

.

1 Clo. E'en that.

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick !—T knew him, Horatio;
a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : he
hath borne me on his back a thousand times ; and
now, how abhorr'd in my imagination it is I nay
gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips, that 1
have kiss'd I know not how oft. Where be your
gibes now 7 your gambols ? your songs ? your flashes
of merriment, that were wont to set the table on a
roar ? Not one now, to mock your own grinning ?

quite chap-fallen? Now get you td my lady's
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick,
to this favonr she must come ; make her laugh at
that.—Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing.

Hot. What's that, my lord?
Nam. Dost thou think, Alexander look'd o'tKiS

fashion i'the earth ?

Hor. E'en so.
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JTam. And smelt so ? pah ! [ Throws down the skull.

Hor. K*en so, my lord.

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio!
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of

Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung-hole?
Hot. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider

so.

Ham. No, 'faith, not a jot ; but to follow him
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead

it : As thus
; Alexander died, Alexander was bu-

ried, Alexander returneth to dust; the dust is earth;
of earth we make loam : And why of that loam,

whereto he was converted, might they not stops
beer-barrel X

Imperious Caesar, dead, and turn'd to clay,
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away :

O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe.

Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw!

But soft I but soft 1 aside ;— Here comes the king,

Enter Priests, ^c. in processio7i ; the corpse if

OPHELIA, LAERTES and Mourners foUoa-
ing it

;
King, Queen, their Trains, ^c.

The queen, the courtiers : "Who is this they follow!

And with such maimed rites ! This doth betoken,

The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life. 'Twas of some estate

:

Couch we a while, and mark. [^Retiring with Hot,

Laer. What ceremony else ?

Ham. That is Laertes,

A very noble youth : Mark.
Laer. What ceremony else?

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd

As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful;

And, but that great command o'ersways the order,

She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd

Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers,

Shardsjflints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her:

Yet here she is allowed her virgin orants,

Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Must there no more be done ?

1 Priest. No more be done!

We sliould profane the service of the dead.

To sing a requiem, and such rest to her
As to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i'the earth ;-
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And from ho.r fair and unpolluted flesh

May violets spring !— I tell thee, churlish priest,

A minist'riuf; angel shall my sister be,

When thou liest howling. „ , ,

jjam. What, the fair Ophelia !

Queen. Sweets to the sweet: Farewell!
^Scattering _fiowers.

I hop'd, thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife
;

I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid.

And not have strew'd thy grave.

Lacr. Oj ti'ehle woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head,

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense

Depriv'd thee of I—Hold off the earth a while.

Till 1 have caught her once more in mine aims :

[^Leaps into the grave.

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead
;

Till of this flat a mountain you have made.

To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.
Ham. [Advancing.'] What is he, whose grief

Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow

Conjures the wand 'ring stars, and makes them stand

Like wonder-wounded hearers? this is I,

Hamlet the Dane. {Leaps into the grave.

Laer. The devil take thy soul

!

[Grappling with hiiK.

Ham. Thou pray'st not well.

I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from ray throat

;

For, though I am not splenetive and rash.

Yet have I in me something dangerous.

Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold off thy hand.

King. Pluck them asunder.
Queen. Hanjlet, Hamlet!
^11. Gentlemen,
Hor. Good my lord, be quiet.

{The Attendants part them, and they come out

of the grfive.

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme.

Until my eyelids will no longer wag.
Queen. O my son! what theme?
Ham. I lov'd Ophelia

;
forty thousand brothers

Could not, with all their quantity of love

Make up my sum.—What wilt thou do for her?

King. O, he is mad, Laertes.

Queen. For love of God, forbear him.

Ham. 'Zounds, show me what tbou'lt do

;
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Woul't weep? woul't fight? wouVt fast? woul't

tear thyself?
Woul't drink up Esil? eat a crocodile?

I'll do't,—Dost thou come here to whine?
To outface me with leaping in her grave 1

Be buried quick with her, and so will I

:

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground.
Singeing his pate against the burning zone,

Make Ossa like a wart'. Nay, an thou'lt mouth,
1*11 rant as well as thou.

Queen. This is mere madness;
And thus a while the fit will work on him

;

Anon, as patient as the female dove.
When that her golden couplets are dieclos'd.

His silence will sit drooping.
Ham. Hear you, sir;

What is the reason that you use me thus ?

I lov*d you ever : But it is no matter

;

Let Hercules himself do what he may.
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit.

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.—
\^Ea'it Horntw.

Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech;

[71) Laertes.

We'll put the matter to the present push.

—

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.—
This grave shall have a living monument

:

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. \^Ea/eunt,

SCENE II.

^ hall in the castle.

Enter HAMLET and HORATIO.
Ham. So much for this, sir: now shall you see

the other;

—

You do remember all the circumstance ?

Hor. Remember it, my lord !

Hot. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting,

That would not let me sleep ;
methought, I lay

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly,
And prais'd be rashness for it,—Let us know.
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well.

When our deep plots do pall : and that should

teach us,

There'3 a divinity that shapes our ends,'
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Rough-hew tbem how we will.

Hor, That is moat certain.

Ham. Up from my cabin,

My sea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark

Grop'd I to find out them : had my desire

;

Finger'd their packet; and., in fine, withdrew
To mine own room again : making so bold.

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal

Their grand commission; where 1 found, Horatio,

A royal knavery ; an exact command,

—

Larded with many several sorts of reasons.

Importing Denmark's health, and England's too.

With, ho! such bugs and goblins in my life,

—

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated.

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe.

My head should be struck off.

Hor. Is't possible?

Ham. Here's the commission; read it at more
leisure.

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed?

Hur. Ay, 'beseech you.
Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanies.

Or 1 could make a prologue to my brains.

They had begun the play :—I sat me down

;

Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair :

I ftnce did hold it, as our statists do,

A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now
It did me yeoman's service : Wilt thou know
The effect of what I wrote?

Hor. Ay, good my lord.

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king,

—

As England was his faithful tributary;

As love between them like the palm might flourish ;

As peace should still her wheaten garland wear,

And stand a comma 'tween their amities
;

And many such like as's of great charge,

—

That, on the view and knowing of these contents.

Without debateraent further, more, or less.

He should the bearers put to sudden death.

Not shriving-time allow'd.

Hor. How was this seal'df

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant;

1 had my father's signet in my purse,

Which was the model of that Danish seal

:

Folded the writ up in form of the other
;

Subacrib'ditJ; gave 't the impression; plae'd itsafely,
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The changeling never known : Now, the next day
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent

Thou lcno\v*st already.
Jlor, So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to't.

Bam. Why, man, they did make love to this

employment

;

They are not near my conscience ; their defeat
Does by their own insinuation grow

:

'Tia dangerous, when the liaser nature comes
Between the pass and fell incensed points

Of mighty opposiies.

Hor. Why, what a king is this !

Ham. poes it not, think thee, stand me now upon

!

He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mother

;

Popp'd in between the election and my hopes
;

Thrown out his angle for my proper life.

And with such cozenage ; is't not perfect conscience,

To quit him with this arm ? and is't not to be damn'd,
To let this canker of onr nature come
In further evil?

Hor. It must be shortly known to him from

England,
What is the issue of the business there.

Ham, It will be short : the interim is mine
;

And a man's life's no more than to say, one.
But J am very sorry, good Horatio,

That to Laertes I forgot myself;
For by the image of my cause, I see
The portraiture of his : I'll count his favours :

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towering passion.

Hor. Peace ; who comes herel

Enter OSRICK.
Osr. YouT lordship is right welcome back to

Denmark,
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.—Dost know tWi

water-fly ?

Hor. No, my good lord.

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; for 'tis a

vice to know him: He liath much land, and fertile :

let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall

stand at the king's mess :
' Tis a chough ; but, as I

eay, spacious in the possession of divt.

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure,

I should impart a thing to you from his majesty.

Ham. I will leceive it, sir, with all diligence of



Sc. 2. HAMLET. 173

spirit: "Your 'bonnei to his right use; 'tis for the

head.
Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hot.

Ham. No, believe ine, 'tis very cold; the wind
is northerly.

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham. But yet, niethinks, it is very sultry and
hot; or my complexion

OsT. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry,—

as 'twere,— I cannot tell how.—-My lord, his ma-
jesty bade me signify to you, that he has laid a

great wager on your head : Sir, this is the matter,

—

Ham. I beseech you, remember
\_Hamlet muves him to put on his hat.

Osr. Nay, good my lord ; for my ease, in good
faith. Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes :

believe me, an absolute gentleman, full of most ex-

cellent differences, of very soft society, and great

showing : Indeed, to speak feelingly of him, he is the

card or calendar of gentry, for you shall find in him
the continent of what part a gentleman would see.

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in

you ;—though, I know, to divide him inventorially,

would dizzy the arithmetick of memory ; and yet

hut raw neither, in respect of his quick sail. But,
in the verity of extolment, I take him to be a soul

of great article ; and his infusion of such dearth
and rareness, as, to make true diction of him, his

semblable is his mirrour
;
and, who else would trace

him, his umbrage, nothing more.
Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him.
Ham. The concernanc_y, sir? why do we wrap

the gentleman in eur more rawer breath ?

Osr. Sir?
Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another

tongue? You will do't, sir, really.

Ham. What imports the nomination of this

gentleman ?

Osr. Of Laertes ?

Hor, His purse is empty already ; all his golden
words are spent.

Hum. Of him, sir.

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant

Ham. I would, you did, sir; yet, in faith, if you
did, it would not much approve me ;—Well, sir,

Osr. You are not i^orant of what exceUe^ca
Laertea is

—

\
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Ham. \ dare not confess that, lest I should com-
pare with him in excellence

j but, to know a man
well, were to know himself.

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the im-
putation laid on him by them, in his meed he's un-
fellow'd.

Ham. What's his weapon ?

Osr. Rapier and dagger.
Ham. That's two of his weapons: but, well.
Osr. The king, sir, hath wager'd with him sii

Barbary horses : against the which he has im-
pawned, as I take it, six French rapiers and poni-
ards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers, and so:

Three of the carriages, in faith, are very dear to

fancy, veiy responsive to the hilts, most delicate

carriages, and of vei-y liberal conceit.
Ham. What call you the carriages?
Hor. I knew, you must be edified by the margant,

ere you had done.
Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers.
Ham. The phrase would be more german to tte

matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides;

I would, it might be hangers till then. But, on:

Six Barbary horses against six French swords, their

assigns, and three liberal -conceited carriages ; that's

the French bet against the Danish: Why is this

impawn'd, as you call it ?

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex-

ceed you three hits ; he hath laid, on twelve for

nine ; and it would come to immediate trial, if yout

lordship would vouchsafe the answer.
Ham. How, if I answer, no?
Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your i

person in trial.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall: If i|

please his majesty, it is the breathing time of daj

with me : let the foils be brought, the gentleman
willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will win

for him, if I can; if not, I will gain nothing bnl

ray shame, and the odd hits.

Osr. Shall I deliver you so ?

Ham. To this effect, sir ; after what flourish youi

nature v/iW.

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship.
Ha7n. Yours, yours.—He does well, to commenl

it himself; there are no tongues else for's turn.
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Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell on
his head.
Ham. He did comply with his dug, before he

Euclc'd it. Thus has he (and many more of the
same breed, that, I know, the drossy a^e dotes on,)
only got the tune of the time, and outward habit
of encounter ; a kind of yeaty collection, which
carries them through and through the most fond
and winnow'd opinions ; and do but blow them to

their trial, the bubbles are out.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to

you by young Osrick, who brings back to him, that
you attend him in the hall : He sends to know, if

your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that
you will lake longer time.
Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they follow the

icing's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready;
now, or whensoever, provided I be so able as now.

/.orrf.The king,and queen,andall are coming down.
Ham. In happy time.
Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle

entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play.
Ham. She well instructs me. \_Exit Lord.
Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord.
Ham. I do not think so ; since he went into France,

I have been in continual practice ; I shall win at
the odds. But thou wouldst not think, how ill

all's here about my heart : but it is no matter.
Hor. Nay, good my lord,
Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of

gain-giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman.
Hot. If youi- mind dislike any thing, obey it : I will

forestal their repair hither, and say, you are not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; there is a
special providence in the fall of a sparro%v. If it be
now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it will

be now; if it he not now, yet it will come: the
readiness is all : Since no man, of aught he leaves,
knows, what is't to leave betimes? Let be.

Enter King, Queen, LAERTES, I^rds, OSRICK,
and Attendants with foils, ^c.

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand
from me.

{I'heKingputs the handofLaer. into that o/Ham,
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Ham. Give me your pardon, sir; I have done

you wrong

;

Bat pardon it, as you are a gentleman.
This presence knows, and you must needs have heard,

How I am punish'd with a sore distraction.

What I have done.
That might your nature, honour, and exception.

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness.
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes? Never, Hamlet:
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away.
And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes,

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it.

Who does it then ? His madness : If't be so,

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd
;

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Sir, in this audience.
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts.

That I have shot my arrow o'er the house.

And hurt my brother.
Laer. I am satisfied in nature.

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most

To my revenge : but in my terms of honour,
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement.

Till by some elder masters, of known honour,
I have a voice and precedent of peace.

To Veep my name ungor'd : Bat till that time,

I do receive your offer'd love like love.

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely;

And will this brother's wager frankly play.

—

Give us the foils; come on.
Laer. Come, one for me.
Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes; in mine igni-

ranee
Your skill shall, like a star i'the darkest night,

Stick fiery off indeed.
Laer. You mock me, sir.

Hum. No, by this hand.
King. Give them the foils, young Osrick.— Con-

sin Hamlet,
You know the wager?
Ham, y Very well, my lord

;

Your grace hath laid the odds o'the weaker side.

King. I do not fear it; I have seen you both:-

But since he's better'd, we have therefore odds.

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another.
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Ham. This likes me well : These foils have all a
length ? [ They prepare io play.,

Osr. Ay, my good lord.

JCirtg. Set me the stoups of wine upon that table

If Hamlet pve the first or second hit.

Or quit in answer of the third exchange,
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire

;

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath
;

And in the cup an union shall he throw.
Richer than that which four successive Icings

In Denmark's crown have worn : Give me th« cups

;

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak.
The trumpet to the cannoneer without,
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth.
Now the king drinks to Hamlet.—Come, begin;

—

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.
Ham. Come on, sir.

Laer. Come, my lord. [Tkey play.
Ham. One.
Laer. No.
Ham. Judgment.
Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer, Well,—again.
King. Stay, give me drink: Hamlet, this pearl

is thine

;

Here's to thy health.—Give bim the cup.
\^7'rumpets sound ; and cannon sfiot o^witAin.'

Ham. I'll play this bout first, set it by a while.
Come.—Another hit ; What say you ? [t/i^ play,

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess.
^ing. Our son shall win.
Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath.—

H ere, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows I

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet.
Ham. Good madam,
King. Gertrude, do not drink.
Queen. I will, my lord ;—I pray you, pardon me.
Xing. It is the poison'd cup ; it is too late.

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam
;
by and by.

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face.

Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now.
King. I do not think it.

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience.

[^side.
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : You do but

daUy;
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I pray you, pass with your best violence;

I am afeard, you make a wanton of me.
Lner. Say you soT come on. P^'Ki''

Osr. Nothing neither way.
Laer. Have at you now.

\_Laertes wounds Hamlet ; then, in scuffiing,

they change rapiers, and Hnmlet wounds

Laertes.

King. Part them, they are incena'd.

Ham. Nay, come again. Queen fnth,
Osr. Ijook to the queen there, ho!

Hor. They bleed on both sides:—How is it, my
lord?

Osr- How is't, Laertes?
Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe,

Osrick

;

I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery.

Ham. How does the queen?
King. She swoons to see them bleed.

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my deat

Hamlet!—
The drink, the drink I am poison'd ! [Dies.

Ham. O villainy '.—Ho ! let the door be lock'd:

Treachery ! seek it out. ILaertes falls,

\Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain;

No medicnie in the world can do thee good.

In thee there is not half an hour's life;

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand,

Unhated, and envenom'd : the foul practice

Hath turn'd itself on rae ; lo, here I lie.

Never to rise again: Thy mother's poison'd;

I can no more;—the king, the king's to blame.
Ham. The point

Envenom'd too !—Then, venom, to thy work.
{Stabs the King.

Osr. §• Lords. Treason ! treason I

King. O, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt.

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murd'rous, damned
Dane,

Drink off this potion :—Is the union here?

Follow my mother. {King dies.

Laer. He is justly serv'd ;

It is a poison temper'd by himself.

—

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet:
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee;

Nor thine on nae '. [Dies.

Ham. Heav«n make thee free of it T I follow thee,



Sc. 2. HAMLET. 179

I am (lead, Horatio :—Wretched queen, adieu !—
You that look pale and tremble at this chance.
That are but mutes or audience to this act.
Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death.
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you,—
But let it be :~Horatio, I am dead

;

Thou liv'st
;
report me and my cause aright

To the unsatisfied.

^tf- Never believe it

;

I am more an antique Romaa than a Dane,
Here's yet some liquor left.

^f""- As thou'rt a man,

—

Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven I'M have it.—
0 God !— Horatio, what a wounded name.
Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind mef
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart.
Absent thee from felicity a while.
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain.
To lell my story.

—

[MnrcA afar off, and shot witkin.
What warlike noise is this ?

OsT. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from
Poland,

To the ambassadors of England gives
This warlike volley.
/fom. O, I die, Horatio;

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit;
1 cannot live to hear the news from England

:

But 1 do prophesy, the election lights
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice

;

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less.
Which have solicited,—The rest is silence. [Dies,
Hot. Now cracks a noble heart:—Good night,

sweet prince
;

A"d flights of angels sing thee to thy rest

!

Why does the drum come hither X {^March toUkin.

Enter FORTINBRAS, t/,e English ambassadors,
and Others.

Fort. Where is this si^ht?
j,-'^'""-

,
What is it, you would see ?

It aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search.
i;wrr. Thisquarry cries on havoek!—O proud death!What feast is toward in thine eternal cell,

inat tJiou so many princes, at a shot.
So bloodily hast struck?

The sight is dismal;
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And our affairs from England come too late :

The ears are senseless, that should give us hearing,

To tell him, his commandment is fulfiU'd,

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstem are dead

:

Where should we have our thanlis 7

Hor. Not from his moutli,

Had it the ability of life to thank you
;

He never gave commandment for their death.

But since, so jump upon this bloody question,

You from the* Polack wars, and you from England,

Are here arriv'd ;
give order, that these bodies

High on a stage be placed to the view

;

And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world.

How these things came about ; So shall you hear

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ;

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters;

Of deaths put'on by cunning, and forc'd cause;

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook

Fall'n on the inventors' heads : all this can I

Truly deliver.

Fort. Let us haste tb hear it.

And call the noblest to the audience, *
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune

;

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom.
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me.

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak.

And from his mouth whose voice will draw oh more:

But let this same be presently perform'd.

Even while men's minds are wild ; lest more mis-

chance.

On plots, and errors, happen.

Fort. Let four captains

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage;

For he was likely, had he been put on.

To have prov'd most royally : and, for his passage,

The soldiers' musick, and the rites of war.

Speak loudly for him.

—

Take up the bodies :—Such a sight as this

Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss.

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. \_A dead mard.,

[^Eaeuni, bearing the dead bodies; afttt

which, a peal of ordnance is shot off.
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OTHELLO,
THE MOOR OF VENICE.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Venice. A street.

Enter RODERIGO and lAGO.
Rod. Tush, never tell me, I take it much unkindly.

That thou, lago,—who hast had my purse.

As if the strings were thine,—shouldst know of this.

/age. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me ;—

•

If ever I did dream of such a matter.
Abhor me.

Jtod. Thou told'st mc, thou didst hold him in thy
hate.

logo. Despise me, if 1 do not. Three great enea
of the city,

I

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant,

I

Oft capp'd to hinij'—and, by the faith of man,
j

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place i

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes.
Evades them, with a bombast ciraumstance.
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war

;

And, in conclusion, nonsuits
My mediators

; for, ceries, says he,
/ have already chose my o0cer.
And what was he 1

Forsooth, R great arithmeticiau.
One Michael Cassio, a Florentinej
A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife

;

That never set a squadron in the field,

Jior the division of a battle knows
More than a spinster; unless the bookish theorick.
Wherein the toged consuls can propose
Aa aaastwly as he ; mere prattle, without practiee.
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Is all his soldiership. But, he, sir, had the election:

And I,—of whom his eyes had seen the proof,

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds

Christian and heathen,—mnst be he-lee'd and calm'd

By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster

;

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be.

And I, (God bless the mark!) his Moorship's an-

cient.

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his

hangman,
logo. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curse of

service

;

Preferment goes by letter, and affection,

Not by the old gradation, where each second

Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself,

Whether I in any just term am affin'd

To love the Moor.
Rod. I would not follow him then.

Jago- O, sir, content you
;

I follow him to serve my turn upon him :

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters

Cannot be truly foUow'd. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave.

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage.

Wears out his time, much like his master's ass.

For nought but provender; and, when he's old,

cashier'd

;

Whip me such honest knaves ; Others there are,

Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty.

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves;

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords,

Do well thrive by them, and, when they hate

lin'd their coats.

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some

soul

;

And such a one do I profess myself.

For, sir.

It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago:

In following him, I follow but myself;

Heaven is my judge, not T for love and duty.

But seeming so, for my peculiar end :

For when my outward action doth demonstrate

The native act and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at : I am not what I am.
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Rod. What a full fortune does the thiclc-lips owe.
If he can carry't thus !

logo. Call up her father,

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight.

Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen.
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell.
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy.
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't.

As it may lose some colour.

Rofi. Here is her father's house ;
1*11 call aloud.

logo. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire
yell.

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

la spied in populous cities.

Jtod. What ho ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio,
ho!

logo. Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio ! thieves !

thieves I thieves I

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags !

Thieves ! thieves !

BRABANTIO, aiove, at a window.

Bra. What is thereason of this terrible summons ?

What is the matter there ?

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ?

/ago. Are youv doors lock'd ?

Sra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ?

/rtgo. *Zounds, sir, you are robb'd ; for shame,
put on your gown

;

Ysur heart is burst, you have lost half your soul;
Even now, very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewa. Arise, arise

;

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell,

Or else the devil ivill make a grandsire of you:
Arise, I say.

Bra. What, have you lost your wits ?

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice?
Bra. Not I; What are you

T

Rod, My name is—Roderigo.
Bra. The worse welcome :

1 have charg'd thee, not to haunt about my doors :

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say.
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness.
Being full of supper, and distempering draughts.
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come
To start my quiet.

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir,
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Bra. But thou must needs he sure.

My spirit, and my place, have in them power
To make this hitter to thee.

Rod. Patience, good sir.

Bra, "What tell'st thou me of robbing? this is

Venice

;

My house is not a grange.
Rod. Most grave Brabantio,

In simple and pure soul I come to you.

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you ave one of those, that

will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because
we come to do you service, you think we are ruffians :

You'll have your daughter cover'd with a Barbary
horse; you'll have your nephews neigh to you:
you'll have coursers for cousins, and gennets for

germana.
Bra. What profane wretch art thou ?

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell yon, your

dnughter and the Moor are now making the beast

with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

Jago. You are—a senator.

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee,

Roderigo.
laso. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I be-

seech you,
If't be your pleasure, and most wise consent,

(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daughter,

At this odd-even and dull watch o'th« night.

Transported—with no worse nor better guard.

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,—

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If this be known to you, and your allowance,

"We theu have done you bold and saucy wrongs
;

But, if you know not this, my manners tell me,

We havff your wrong rebuke. Do not believe.

That, from the sense of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence: -

Your daughter,—if you have not given her leave,—

I say again, hath made a gross revolt;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes.

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger.

Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yourself;

If she be in her chamber, or your house,

Let loose on me the justice of the state

For thus deluding you.
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho!
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Give me a taper ;—call up all my people :—
This accident is not unlike my dream.

Belief of it oppresses me already :
—

Light, I say! light! [Bait, from above.

/ago. Farewell ; for 1 must leave you:

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place,

To be prodiic'd (as, if I stay, I shall,)

Against the Moor: For, I do know, the state,—

However this may gall him with some check,

—

Cannot with safety cast him; for he's embark'd

With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars,

( Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls.

Another of his fathom they have not,

To lead their business : in which regard.

Though I do hale him as I do hell pains.

Yet, for necessity of present life,

I must show out a fla^ and sign of love,

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely

find him.
Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd search

;

And there will 1 be with him. So, farewell. lEsit.

Enter, below, BRABANTIO, and Servants with

torches.

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is
;

And what's to come of my despised time.

Is nought but bitterness.—Now, Roderigo,

Where didst thou see her T—O, unhappy girl'.

—

With the Moor, say'sl thou?—Who would be a
father T

—

How didst thou know 'twas she?—O, thou de-

ceiv'st me
Past thought!—What said she to you?—Get more

tapers

;

Raise all my kindred.—Are they married, think

you?
Rod. Truly, I think, they are.

Bra. O heaven!—How got she out?—0 treason

of the blood !

—

Fathers, from hence trustnot your daughters' minds
By what you see them act.—Are there not charms,
By which the property of youth and maidhood
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Roderigo,
Of some such thing?

Rod. Yes, sir ; I have, indeed.
Bra. Call up my brother.—O, that you had had

her 1—
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Some one -way, some another.—Do you know
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor?

Rod. I think, I can discover him ; if you please
To get good guard, and go along with me.
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I'll oaU

;

I may command at most :—Get weapons, hot
And raise some special officers of night.

—

On, good Roderigo ;—I'll deserve your pains.

{Eamnt.

SCENE II.

The same. Another street.

Enter OTHELLO, lAGO, and Attendants.

Jt^o. Though in the trade of war I have slain

men.
Yet do I hold it very stuff o'the conscience,

To do no Gontriv'd murder; I lack iniquity

Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the

ribs.

0th. 'Tis better as it is.

lago. Nay, but he prated.
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms

^
Against your honour, /
That, with the little godliness I have,
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir.

Are you fast married? for, be sure of this,—
That the magnifico is much belov'd

;

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential

As double as the duke's : he will divorce you

;

Or put upon you what constraint and grievance
The law (with all his might, to enforce it on,)
Will give him cable.

0th. Let him do his spite :

My service^, which I have done the signiory,

Shall out-tongue his complaints, 'Tis yet to know,
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour,
I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits
May speak, unbouneted, to as proud a fortune
As this that I have reach 'd : For know, lago.
But that I love the gentle Desdemona,
I would not my unhoused free condition
Put into circumscription and confine

For the sea's worth. But, iaok ! what lights come
I yonder ?
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Kttter CASSIO, at n distance, and certain Officers

with torches.

logo. These are the raised father, and his frieads

:

You were best go in.

Oih. Not 1 : I must be found ;

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul.

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they?
Jt^o. By Janus, I think no.
Otk. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant.

The goodness of the night upon you, friends !

What is the news 1

Cos. The duke does greet you, general;
And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance.
Even on the instant.

0th. What is the matter, think you ?

Cos. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine;
It is 3 business of some heat : the galleys
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers
This very night, at one another's heels

;

And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met.
Are at the duke's already : You have been hotly

callM for
;

When, being not at your lodging to be found.
The senate hath sent about three several quests.
To search you out.

0th. 'Tis well I am found by you.
i will but spend a word here in the house.
And go with you. ^Bx'it.

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here?
/ago. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land

carack

;

If it prove lawful priza, he's made for ever.
Cas. I do not understand.
^ago. He's married.
Cos. ^To who?

Re-enter OTHELLO.
lago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go?
^'A- Have with you.
Cos. Here comes another troop to seek for you.

Enter BRABANTrO, RODERIGO, and Officers
of night, with torches and weapons.

^ago. It is Brabantio :—general, be advis'd
;He comes to bad intent.

0th. Holla ! stand there
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Rod. SignioT> it is the Moor.
Bra. Down witli him, thief!

\_They draw on both sides,

!(igo. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for yoti,

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew
will rust them.—

Good signior, you shall more command with years,

Than with your weapons.
Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thoa stow'd

my daughter ?

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her:
For I'll refer me to all things of sense,

If she in chains of magick were not bound.
Whether a maid—so tender, fair, and happy;
So opposite to marriage, that she shmin'd
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,

—

Would ever have, to incur a general mock.
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom
Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight.

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense.
That thou hast practised on her with foul charms;
Abus*d her delicate youth with drugs, or miueralsi
That waken motion :— I'll have it disputed on :

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking.
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee.
For an abuser of the world, a practiser
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant :

—

Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist.

Subdue him at his peril,

0th. Hold your hands.
Both you of my inclining, and the rest

:

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it

Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go
To answer this your charge ?

Bra. To prison ; till fit time
Of law, and course of direct session.

Call thee to answer.
0th. What if I do obej ?

How may the duke be therewith satisfied

;

Whose messengers are here about my side.

Upon some present business of the state.

To bring me to him ?

Off. 'Tis true, most worthy signior.

The duke's in council ; and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.

Brii. How! the duke in oouncill

In this time of the night I— Bring him away ;
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Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself.

Or any of my brothers of the state.

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own

:

For if such actions may have passage free.

Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be.

[Ea-eunt.

SCENE III.

T^e same. A council-chamber.

The Duke, and Senators, silting at a table
;

Oncers attending.

Duke. There is no composition in these news.
That gives them credit.

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ;

My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys.

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty.

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred :

But though they jump not on a just account,

(As in these cases, where the aim reports,

*Tia oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus.
Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment j

I do not so secure me in the error.

But the main article I do approve
In fearful sense.

Sailor. {^H^ithin."] What ho! what ho ! what ho !

Enter an Officer with a Sailor.

Off. A messenger from the galleys.

Duke. Now? the business?
Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes ;

So was I bid report here to the state.

By signior Angelo.
Duke. How say you by this change?
1 Sen. This cannot be.

By no assay of reason ; 'tis a pageant,
To keep us in false gaze : When we consider
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turkj
And let ourselves again but understand,
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,
So may he with more facile question bear it,

For that it stands not in such warlike brace.
But altogether lacks the abilities

That Rhodes is dress'd in :—if we make thought of
this,

"We must not think, the Turk is so unskilful.
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To leave that latest, which concerns him first

;

Neglecting an attempt of ease, and gain.

To wake, and wage, a danger profitless.

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes.

Off- Here is more news.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious.

Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes,
Have there injointed ihem with an after fleet.

I Sen. Ay, so I thought:—How many, as you
guess i

Aless. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stera

Their backward course, bearing with frank appear-
ance

Their purposes Inward Cyprus.—Sic;nior Monlano,
Your trusty and most valiant servitor.

With his free duty, recommends you thus,

And prays you to believe him.
Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus,

—

Marcus Lucchest, is he not in town ?

1 Sen. He's now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us ; wish him post-post-haste :

despatch.

1 .Sim. Here cemes Brabantio, and the valiant

Moor.

Enter BRABANTIO. OTHELLO, lAGO,
RODERIGO, and Officers.

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ
you

Against the general enemy Ottoman.
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior

;

[Jb Brabantio.

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night.

Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, pardon me ;

Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business.

Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general

care

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief

Is of so flood-gate and o'erbearing rvalure,

That it engluts and swallows other sonows,
And it is still itself.

Duke. Why, what's the matter?
Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter !

Sen. Dead ?

Bra. Ay, to me

;
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She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks:
For nature so preposterously to err.
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense.
Sans witchcraft could not
Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding.

Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself.
And you of her, the bloody book of law /
You shall yourself read in the bitter lette^
After y-oar own sense

; yea, though our pFoper son
Stood in your action.

Humbly I thank your grace.
Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems.
Your special mandate, for the state afiFairs,

Hath hither brought.
Duke Sen. We are ve^ sorry for it.
Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to

„ tli^s? iTo Othello.
Bra. Nothing, but this is so.
0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors.

My very noble and approved good masters,
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter.
It is most true; true, I have married her;
The very head and front of my offending
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech,
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace;
For since these arms of mine had seven years* pith,
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd
Their dearest action in the tented field

;

And little of this great world can I speak.
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ;And therefore little shall I grace my cause.
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious pa-

tience,

I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what

charms.
What conjuration, and what mighty magick,
(For such proceeding I am charg'd ^vithal,)
I won his daughter with.

A maiden never bold :

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion
Blush'd at herself; And she,—jn spite of nature.
Of years, of country, credit, every thing,
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on?
It IS a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect.
That will eoafesa^perfection so-could err
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Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven

To find out practices of ciinning hell.

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again,

That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood.

Or with some dram conjur'd to this effect,

He wrought upon her.

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof;

Without move certain and more overt test,

Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods

©f modern seeming, do prefer against him.

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak;

—

Did you by indirect and forced courses

Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ?

Or came it by request, and such fair question

As soul to soul affordeth?

0th. I do beseech yoa.

Send for the lady to the Sagittary,

And let her speak of me before her father

:

If you do find me foul in her report.

The trust, the office, I do hold of you,

Not only take away, but let your sentence

Even fall upon my life.

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither.

0th. Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the

place.— {Ka-eunt lago and Attendants.

And, till she come, as truly as to heaven

I do confess the vices of my blood.

So justly to your grave ears I'll present

How I did thrive in this fair lady*9 love.

And she in mine.
Duke. Say it, Othello.

0th. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me

;

Still question'd me the story of my life,

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes.

That I have pass'd.

I ran it through, even from my boyish daj;s.

To the very moment that he bade me tell it.

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances.

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ;

Ofhair-breadth scapesi*the imminent deadly breach;

Of being taken by the insolent foe.

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence.

And portance in my travel's hiatory

:

Wherein of antres vast, and daearts idle,

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch

heaven.
It was my hiat to speak, such was the process;
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And of tlie Cannibals tJiat each other eat.

The Antbropophagi, and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to

hear,

Would Desdemona seriously incline :

Bui still the house aifairs would draiv her thence;
Which ever as she could with haste despatch.
She'd come again j and with a greedy ear
Devour up my discourse : Which I observing,
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart.
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate.

Whereof- by parcels she had something heard.
But not intentively : I did consent

;

And often did beguile her of her tears,
When I did speak of some distressful stroke.
That my youth suffev'd. My story being done.
She gave me fur my pains a world of sighs :

She swore,—In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing
strange

;

Tivas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful

:

She wish'd, she had not heard it
; yet she wisk'd

That heaven had made her such a man: sha
thank'd me

;

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her,
I should but teach him how to tell my stoFy,
And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake-:
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd

;

And 1 lov'd her, that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd

;

Here comes the lady, let her witness it.

Enicr DESDEMONA. lAGO, and Attendants.

Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter
too.

—

Good Brabantio,
Take up this mangled matter at the best

:

Men do their broken weapons rather use.
Than their bare hands.
5ra. I pray you, hear her speak:

If she confess, that she was half the wooer.
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame
Light on the man !—Come hither, gentle mistress

jDo you perceive in all this noble company.
Where most you owe obedience "i

, My noble father,
i ao perceive here a divided duty

:
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To you I am bound for life, and education ;

My life, and education, both do learn me
How to respect you; you are the lord of duty,

I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my
husband

;

And so much duty as my mother show'd

To you, preferring you before her father.

So much 1 challenge that I may profess

Due to the Moor, my lord.

Bra. God be with you !—1 have done:—

Please it your grace, on to the state aff^rs
;

I had rather to adopt a child, than get it.—

Come hither. Moor

:

I here do give thee that with all my heart,

"Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart,

I would keep from thee.—For your sake, jewel, -

I am glad at soul I have no other child;

For thy escape would teach me tyranny.

To hang clogs on them.—I have done, my lord.

J^uke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a

sentence,

Which, as a grise, or step, may help these lovers

Into your favour.

When remedies are past, the gnefs are ended.

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended,

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone.

Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

"What cannot be preserv'd when fortune takes, :

Patience her injury a mockery makes.

The robb'd, that smiles, steals something from the

thief ;

He robs himself, that spends a bootless gnef.

Sra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile

;

We lose it not, so long as we can smile.

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears

But the free comfort which from thence he hears:

But he bears both th» sentence and the sorrow,

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow.-

These sentences, to sugar, or to gall.

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal

:

But words are words ; I never yet did hear, i

That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear,

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of

state.
, ,

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation

snakes for Cypras :~Othello, the fortitude of the

place is best known to you : And though we haia
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there a suhstitute of most allow'd sufficiency, yet
opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, throws a
more safer voice on you: you must therefore be
content to slubber the gloss of your new fortunes
with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition.

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators.
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war
My tlirice-driven bed of down ; I do agnize
A natural and prompt alacrity,
I find in hardness ; and do undertake
These present wars against the Ottomites.
Most humbly therefore bending to vour state,
I crave fit disposition for my wife

;

Due reference of place, and exhibition
;

With such accommodation, and beaort,
As levels ivith her breeding.

Duke, If you please,
Be't at her father's.

.^'f- I'll not have it so.
Otk. Nor I.

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside,
To put my father in impatient thoughts,
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke.
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear;
And let me find a charter in your voice.
To assist my simpleness.
Duke. What would you, Desdemona?
De%. That I did love the Moor to live with him.

My downright violence and storm of fortunes
May trumpet to the world

; my heart's subdn'd
Even to the very quality of ray lord ;

I saw Othello's visage in his mind
;

And to his honours, and his valiant parts.
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war.
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me.
And I a heavy interim shall support
By his dear absence : Let me go with him.

0th. Your voices,lords :—'beseech you,lether will
Have a free way.
Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not.
To please the palate of my appetite

;

Nor to comply with heat, the young affects.
In my distinct and proper satisfaction

;But to be free and bounteous to her mind :

And hea?en defend your good souls, that you tbiivV
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I wiU your serious and great business scant.

For she is with me : No, when light-wing'd toys

Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulness

My speculative and active instruments.

That my disports corrupt and taint my liusiness.

Let housewives make a sl<illet of my helm,

And all indign and base adversities

MaVe head against my estimation !

Dtike. Be it as you shall privately determme,

Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries—haste,

And speedmust answerit
;
you must hence lo-mght.

De$. To-night, my lord?

Duke. This night.

Qlli_ With all my heart,

Duke. At nine i'the morning here we'll meet

again.

Othello, leave some officer behind.

And he shall our commission bring to you
;

Witli such things else of quality and respect.

As doth import you.
Please your grace, my ancient;

A man he is of honesty, and trust

:

To his conveyance I assign my wife.

With what else needful your good grace shall thint

To be sent after me.
Duke. Let it be so.—

Good night to every one.— And, noble signior,

[2'o Brabantis.

If virtue no delighted beauty lack,

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black.

1 Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona well.

Bra. Look to her. Moor ; have a quick eye to see;

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee.
,

\_Eaeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, /fc,

0th. My life upon her faith.—Honest lago.

My Desdemona must I leave to thee;

I pr'ytliee, let thy wife attend on her
;

And bring them after in the best advantage.—

Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour

-Of love, of worldly matters and direction.

To spend with thee : we must obey the time.

lEaeunt Othello and Desdemona.

Rod. lago.

Jago. What say'st thou, noble heart?

Rod. What will I do, thinVst thou?

Jago. Why, go to bed, and sleep.

Rod. I will incontinently drown mys«U.
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lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee
after it. Why, ihou silly gentleman !

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a tor-
ment: and then have we a prescription to die, whea
death is our physician.

lago. O villainous ! I have look'd upon the world
for four times seven years : and since I could dis-
tinguish betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never
found a man that knew how to love himself. Ere
I would say, I would drown myself for the love of
a Guinea-hen, I would change my humanity with
a baboon-

Hod. What should I do ? I confess, it is my
shame to be so fond ; but it is not in virtue to
amend it.

lugo. Virtue? a fig! 'tis in ourselves, that we
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to
the which, our wills are gardeners : so that if we
will plant nettles, or sow lettuce ; set hyssop, and
weed up thyme

;
supply it with one gender of herbs,

or distract it with many ; either to have it ateril
with idleness, or manured with industry

; why, the
power and corrigible authority of this lies in our
wills. If the balance of our lives had not one scale
of reason to poize another of sensuality, the blood
and baseness of our natures would conduct us to
most preposterous conclusions : But we have reason
to cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, oiir
unbitted lusts ; whereof I take this, that you call-
love, to be a sect, or scion.
Rod. It cannot be.
^ago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per-

misson of the will. Come, be a man : Drown thy-
self? drown cats, and blind puppies. I have pro-
fess'd me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy
deserving with cables of perdurable toughness ; I
could never better stead thee than now. Put money

'^7 purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favour
ivith an usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy
purse. It cannot be, that Desdemona should long
contiuue her love to the Moor,—put money in thy
purse;—nor he his to her: it was a violent com-
mencement, and thou shalt see an answerable se-
questration put but money in thy purse.—These
Moors are changeable in their wills ;—fill thy purse
with money ; the food, that to him now is as lus-
cious as locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter
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as coloquintida. She must change for youth : when
she is sated with his body, she will find the error

of her choice,—She must have change, she must:
therefore put monej- in thy purse.— If thou wilt

needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than

drowning. Make alt the money thou canst: If

sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erriug bar-

barian and a supersubtle Venetian, be not too hard

for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt

enjoy her; therefore make money. A pox of drown-

ing thyself, it is clean out of the way: seek thou

rather to be hany'd in compassing thy joy, than

to be drown'd and go without her.

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend

on the issue 1

lago. Thou art sure of me Go, make money :

—I hare told thee often, and I re-tell thee again,

and again, I hate the Moor ; My cause is hearted
;

thine hath no less reason : Let us be conjunctive in

our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold him,

thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. There

are many events in the womb of time, which will

be delivered. Traverse
;
go ;

provide thy money.
We will have more of this to-morrow. Adieu.

Bod. Where shall we meet i'the morning ?

lago. At my lodging.

Jiod. I'll be with thee betimes.

/ago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo?

Jiod. What say you?
lago. No more of drowning, do you hear?

Hod. I am changed. I'll sell all my land.

Ifigo. Go to ; farewell : put money enough in

your purse. [Ea'it Roderigo.

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse :

For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane.

If 1 would time expend with such a snipe,

But for my sport and profit I hate the Moor ;

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets

He has done my office : I know not, if't be true
;

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind,

Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well;

The better shall my purpose work on him.
Cassio's a proper man : I-et me see now ;

To get his place, and to plume up my will

;

A double knaveiy.—How ? how ?—Let me see :—
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear,

That he is too femiliar with his wife :
—
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He hath a person, and a smooth dispose.
To be suspected; fram'd to make women false.
The Moor is of a free and open nature.
That thinlcs men honest, that but seem to be so j

And will as tenderly be led by the nose.
As asses are.

1 have't ;—it is engendered :— Hell and night
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light.

ACT II. SCENE I.

^sea-port town in Cyprus. j4 platform.

Enter MONTANO and two Gentlemen.

A/on. What from the cape can you discern at sea ?

1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought flood ;

I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main,
Descry a sail.

A/on. Meihinlcs, the wind hath spolie aloud at
land ;

A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements

:

If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea.

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them.
Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of this ?

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet

;

For do but stand upon the foaming shore,
The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds

;

The wind-shak'd surge, with high and monstrous
main,

Seems to cast water on the burning bear.
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole :

I never did like molestation view
On th' enchaf'd flood.

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet
Be not enshelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd

;
It is impossible they bear it out.

Enter a third Gentleman.

3 Gent. News, lords ! our wars are done ;
The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks,
That their designment halts : A noble ship of Venice
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufiferance
On most part of their fleet.

^on- How ! is this true ?
3 Gent. The ship is here put in,

A Veronest
; Michael Cassio,

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, OtheUo,
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Is come on shore : the Moor himself's at sea.

And is in full commission here for Cyprus
Mon. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor,

3 Gen£. Rat this same Cassio,—though he speak

of comfort.
Touching the Turkish losa,—yet he looks sadly,.

And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted

With foul and violent tempest.

Mon. 'Pray heaven he be;

For I have sevv'd him, and the roan commands
Like a full soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho

!

As well to see the vessel that's come in.

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello

;

Even til! we maVe the main, and the aerial blue.

An indistinct regard.

Gent. Come, let's do so;

For every minute is expectancy

Of more arrivance.

Enter CASSIO.
Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle,

That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens
Give him defence against the elements.

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea !

AInn, Is he well sliipp'd ?

Cas. His bark is stoutly timher'd, and his pilot

Of very expert and approv'd allowance
;

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death,

Stand in bold cure.

[^fVithin.'] A sail, a sail, a sail!

Enter another Gentleman.

Cas, What noise? '

4 Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow o'the sea

Stand ranks of people, and they cry—a sail.

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the goveraour.

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy

;

\_Guns heard.

Our friends, at least.

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth.

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd.

2 Gent. I shall. lExH.
Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'dl

Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achiev'd a maid
That paragons description, and wild fame ;

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,

And in the essential vesture of creation.
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Does bear all excellency.—How now? who hag

put in T

Re-enter second Gentleman.

2 Gent. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general.

Cas. He has had most favouvableand happy speed:

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds.
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands,

—

Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel,—*

As having sensa of beauty, do omit
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by
The divine Desdemona.
Man. What is she?
Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's

captain,

Left in the conduct of the bold lago;
Whose footing here anticipates our thouijhts,

A se'nuight's speed.—Great Jove, Othello guard.
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath ;

That he may bles? this bay with his tall ship,

Make love's quick pants iu Desdemona's arms,
Give reiiew'd fire to our extivicted spirits.

And bring all Cyprus comfort !—O, behold.

Enter DESDEMONA, EMILIA, TAGO,
RODERIGO, (ind .Attendants.

The riches of the ship is come on shore !

Ye men of Cyprus, lei hev have your knees :—
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven,
Before, behind thee, and on every hand,
Enwheel thee round !

Oes, I thank you, valiant Cassio.
What tidinsjs can you tell me of my lord ?

Cas. He is not yet arriv'd; nor know I aught
But that he's well, and will be shortly here.

Des. O, but I fear ;—How lost you company ?

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies

Parted our fellowship : But, hark! a sail.

[Cry within, A sail, a sail! Then guns heard.

2 Gent. They give their gieeting to the citadel;
This likewise is a friend.

Cas. See for the news.—
[EA-it Gentleman.

Good ancient, you are welcome;— Welcome, mis-
tress :— [ To Emilia.

Let it not gall your patience, good lago,
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding
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ITiat gives me this bold show of courtesy.
[Kissing her.

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her Hps,
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me,
You'd have enough.

Des. Alas, she has no speech.
Ifigo, In faith, too much;

I find it stili, when I have list to sleep :

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant.
She puts her tongue a little in her heart.
And chides with thinking.

Kmit. You have little cause to say so.

Idgo- Come on, come on
;
you are pictures out

of doors,
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens,
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended.
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in

your beds.
Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer!
lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk

;

You rise to play, and go to bed to work.
jRmil. You shall not write my praise.
Jdgo. No, let me not.

Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou
sliouklst praise me ?

lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to't

;

For I am nothing, if not critical.

Des. Come on, assay;—There's one gone to the
harbour ?

fngo. Ay, madam.
Des, I am not merry

; but I do beguile
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.-—
Come, how wouldst thou praise me?

fago. I am about it
;
but, indeed, my invention

Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize.

It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours,
And thus she is deliver'd.
If she be fair and wise,'—fairness, and wit.
The one's for use, the other useth it.

Des. Wellprais'd ! Howifshe be black and witty!
/ago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit.

She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worse and worse.
Kmil. How, if fair and foolish?
lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair

;

For even her folly help'd her to an heir.

Dts, These are old fond paradoses, to make fooli
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laogh i'the alehouse. What miserable praise hast
thou for her that's foul and foolish ?

lago. There's none so foul, and foolish thereunto.
But does foul pranks, which fair and wise ones do.

Des. O heavy ignorance '.—thou praisest the worst
best. But what praise couldst thou bestow on a
deserving woman indeed ? one that, in the au-
thority of her merit, did justly put on the vouch of
very malice itself T

laeo. She that was ever fair, and never proud j

Hau tongue at will, and yet was never loud

;

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay;
Fled from her wish, and yet said,

—

now I may
;

She that being anger'd, her revenge being nigh,
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly

;

She that in wisdom never was so frail,

To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail;

She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind.
See suitors following, and not look behind

;

She was a wight,—if ever such wight were,

—

^e^. To do what?
logo. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer.
Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion !—

Do not learn of him, Emilra, though he be thy
husband.—How say you, Cassio ? is he not a most
profane and liberal counsellor f

Cos. He speaks home, madam; you may relish
him more in the soldier, than in the scholar.
Jago. \_^S!de.'] He takes her by the palm : Ay,

well said, whisper: with as little a web as this,
will I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile
upon her, do ; I will gyve thee in thine own court-
ship. You say true; 'tis so, indeed: if such tricks
as these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had
been better you had not kiss'd your three fingers
80 oft, which now again you are most apt to play
the sir in. Very good ; well kiss'd ! an excellent
courtesy I 'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers
to your lips? would, they were clyster-pipes for
your sake! \_Tru7npet .'] The Moor,—I know hia
trumpet.

Cos. 'Tis truly so.

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him.
Cos, Lo, where he comes !

Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants.

0th. O my fair warrior 1
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Des. My dear Othello!

0th. It gives me wonder great as ray content,

To see you here before me. O my soul's joy!

If after every tempest come such calms,

May the -winds blow till they have waken'd death!

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas,

Olympus-high ; and duck again as low-

As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die,

'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear,

My soul hath her content so absolute.

That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Des. The heavens forbid,

But that our loves and comforts should increase,

Even as our days do grow !

Oik. Amen to that, sweet powers!—
I cannot speak enough of this content,

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy :

And this, and this, the greatest discords be,

\_Kissing her.

That e'er our hearts shall make !

/ago. O, you are well tun'd now!

But 1*11 set down the pegs that make this musiclt,

As honest as I am. [Jsiik.

Otk, Come, let's to the castle.—

News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks aw
drown'd.

How do our old acquaintance of this isle?

—

Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus,

Ihave found great love amongst them. O my sweet,

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote

In mine own comforts.—I pr'ythee, good lago,
^

Go to the bay, and disembark niy coffers :

Bring thou the master to the citadel
;

He is a good one, and his worthiness

Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desdeinona,

Once more well met at Cyprus.
\_Bl,veu}it 0th. Des, and AttendmU,

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour.

Come hither. If thou be'st valiant as (they say)

base men, being in love, have then a nobility in

their natures more than is native to tliem,~list

me. The lieutenant to-night watches on the court

of guard :—First, I must tell thee this—Desde-
mona is directly in love with him.

Rod. With him I why, 'lis not possible.

lago. Lay thy finger—thus, and let thy aoul h
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instructed. Mark me with what violence she first

loved the Moor, but for bratrging, and telling her
fantastical lies : And will she love him still for

prating ? let not thy discreet heart think it. Her
eye must be fed ; and what delight shall she have
to look on the devil? When the blood is made
dull with the act of sport, there should be,—again
to inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh appetite,

—

loveliness in favour
; sympathy in years, manners,

and beauties ; all which the Moor is defective in :

Now, for want of these required conveniences, her
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin to

heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor;
very nature will instruct her in it, and compel her
to some second choice. Now, sir, this granted, (as

it is a most pregnant and unforced position,) who
stands so eminently in the degree of this fortune,
as Cassio does? a knave very voluble; no further
conscionable, than in putting on the mere form of
civil and humane seeming, for the better compass-
ing of his salt and most hidden loose affection ?

why, none ; why, none : A slippery and subtle
knave ; a finder out of occasions ; that has an eye
can stamp and counterfeit advantages, though true
advantage never present itself: A devilish knave !

besides, the knave is handsome, young ; and hath
all those requisites in him, that folly and green
minds look after : A pestilent complete knave ; and
the woman hath found him already.
Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of

most bless'd condition.

Ittgo. Bless'd fig's end! the wine she drinks is

made of grapes : if she had been bless'd, she would
never have loved the Moor: Bless'd pudding!
Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm of
his hand? didst not mark that!

Jiod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy.
logo. Lechery, by this handj an index, and

obscure prologue to the history of lust and foul
thoughts. They met so near with their lips,

xhat their breaths embraced together. Villainous
thoughts, Roderigo 1 when these mutualities so
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master
and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion

:

Pish.!— But, sir, be you ruled by me: I have
brought you from Venice. Watch you to-night

;

fcr the command, I'll lay't upon you : Cassio
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Itnows you not I'll not be far from you: Do
you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by
speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline

; or

from what other course you please, which the time

shall more favourably minister.
Hod. Well.
lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler;

and, haply, with his truncheon may strike at you;

Provoke him, that he may: fur, even out of that,

will I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qua-

lification shall come into no true taste again, hut

by the displantiiig of Cassio. So shall you liave a

shorter journey to your desires, by the means I

shall theii have to prefer them ; and the impedi-

ment most profitably removed, without the whicK
there were no expectation of our prosperity.

Rod. I will do this, if 1 can bring it to any op-

portunity.

citadel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore, Fare-
well.

/ago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it;

That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit!

The Moor—howbeit that T endure bim not,

—

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ;

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona
A most dear husband. Now I do love her loo;

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure,
I stand accountant for as great a sin,)

But partly led to diet my revenge,

For that 1 do suspect the lusty Moor
Hath leap'd into my seat : the thought whereof
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards;

And nothing can or shall content my soul,

Till I am even with him, wife for wife
;

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,-

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip
;

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,—

•

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too
;

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward niEi

Fo;' making him egregiously an ass.

And practising upon his peace and (^uiet

Meet me hy and by at tb

Hod. Adieu.
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Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet conftisM
;

Knavery's plain face is never seen, till ua'd.

SCENE II.

^ Street.

Enter a Herald, with a proclamation
; People

following.

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and va-
liant general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived,
importing the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet,
every man put himself into triumph

; some to
dance, some to make bonfires, each man to what
sport and revels his addiction leads him

; for, be-
sides these beneficial news, it is the celebration of
his nuptials

: So much was his pleasure should be
proclaimed. All offices are open ; and there is full
liberty of feasting, from this present hour of five,
till the bell hath told eleven. Heaven bless the
isle of Cyprus, and our noble general, Othello

!

[Exeunt.

SCENE IIL
V? hnll in the castle.

Enter OTHELLO, DESOEMONA, CASSIO,
and .Attendants.

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-
night :

Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop,
not to out-sport discretion.

Cas. lago hath direction Avhat to do;

iir-V,
^''^^ ^7 personal eye

Will I look to't.

fu.PtI'' ^ago is most honest,
fllichael, good night : To-morrow, with our earliest,
l.et me have speech with you.—Come, my dear love,
ihe purchase made, the fruits are to ensue

:

[70 Desdemona.

r> J •
.

, "
- v — — '•""^ ' " "'6 and you.

—

t-ood night. [^Ea'eziJit Otk. Des. and Attendants.

i^Qat prom 9 yet to come 'twixt me and you.-

Enier IAGO.
Cfls. Welcome, lago : We must to the watch,
/^SO- rtot this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten

o clock: Our general cast us thus early, for the
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love of his Desdemoua : whom let us not therefore

lilarae ; he hath not yet made wanton the night

with her : and she 13 sport for Jove.

Cas. She's a most exquisite lady.

lago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game.

Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate

creature.

logo. What an eye she has ! methinks, it sounds

a parley of provocation.

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet, methinks, right

modest.
lago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm

to love ?

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection.

Ingo. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come,

lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine ; and here with-

out are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain

have a measure to the health of the black OthelloJ

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor

and unhappy brains for drinking: I could wsll

wish courtesy would invent some other custom of

entertainment.
logo. O, they are our friends ; but one cup : U

drink for you.

Cos. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that

was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what in-

novation it makes here: lam unfortunate in the

infirmity, and dare not task my weakness with anj

more.
, ^ , -

lago. What, man! 'tis a night of revels; tfii

gallants desire it-

Cos. Where are they ?

lago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in,

Cas. I'll do't; but it dislikes me. '\_Es:it Casik
,

logo. If I can fasten but one cup upon him,

With that which he liath drunk to-night already,

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence

As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool,

Roderigo,
Whom love has turn'd almost the wrong side on^

ward.
To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd

Potations pottle deep ; and he's to watch :

Three lads of Cyprus,—noble swelling spirits.

That hold their honours in a wary distance, i

The very elements of this warlike isle,

—

Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups, t!
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And they watch too. Now, 'moiigst this flock of

drunkards.
Am I to put our Cassio in some action
That raay offend the isle But here they come :

If consequence do but approve my dream.
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream.

^e-5«(cr CASSIO; wUh him AIONTANO, onrf
Gentlejnen.

Cos. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse
already.

Mon. Good faith, a little one; not past a pint,
as J am a soldier.

logo. Some wine, ho !

And let me the canakin clink, clink
; [Sings.

And let me the canakin clink :

A soldier's a man
;

A life's but a span
;

Why then, let a soldier drink.

Some wine, boys ! \_fVine brought in.
Cits. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song.
/ago. I leam'd it in England, where (indeed)

they are most potent in potting : your Dane, your
German, and your swag-bellied HoUanderj—Drink,
ho!—are nothing to your English.

Cos. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ?
/'i^-o. VVhy, he drinks you, with facility, your

Dane dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow
your Almain; he gives your Hollander a vomit,
ere the next pottle can be fiU'd.

Cas. To the health of our general.
Man. I am for it, lieutenant,- and 1*11 do you

justice.

lago. O sweet England !

King Stephen was a worthy peer.
His breeches cost him but a crown;

He held them sixpence all too dear.
With ihat he call'd the tailor—lowii.

He was a wight of high renown.
And thou art but of low degree :

'Tis pi-ide that pulls the country do%vn.
Then take thine auld cloak about thee.

Some wine, ho !

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than
the other.
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Ingo. Will you hear it again ?

Cos. No ; for I hold him to he unworthy of hii

place, that does those things.—Well,— Heaven'j

above all ; and there be souls that must be saved,

and there he souls must not be saved.

lago- It's true, good lieutenant.

Cas. For mine own part,—no offence to the ge-

neral, nor any man of quality,—I hope to be saved.

lago. And so do I too, lieutenant.

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me
; tlie

lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Lei'i

have no more of this ; let's to our affairs.—Fnrgivf

us our sins I—Gentlemen, let's lool< to our businesi.

Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my

ancient ;—this is my right hand, and this is mj

left hand 1 am not dnmk now ; I can stand weU

^nough, and speak well enough.
'All. Excellent well.

Vas. Why, very well, then : you must not thinl

then that I am Hrunk. [£jiV,

Man. To the platform, masters; come, let's ssi

the watch.
fngo. Vou see this fellow, that is gone beforej-

He is a soldier, fit to stand by Caesar

And give direction : and do but see his vice

;

'Tis to his virtue a just equinox, -

The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him,
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in.

On some odd time of his infiiTnity,

Will shake this island.

Mon. But is he often thus ?

logo. 'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep:

He'll watch the horologe a double set.

If drink rock not his cradle.

Mon. It were well.

The general were put in mind of it.

Perhaps, he sees it not; or his good nature

Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio,

And looks not on his evils? Is not this true!

Enter RODERIGO.
lago. How now, Roderigo ?

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go.

Mon. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor

Should hazard such a place, as his own second,

With on« of an ingraft infirmity :



Sc. 3. OTHELLO. 213

It were an honest action, to say
So to the Moor.

logo. Not I, for this fair island :

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ?

\_Cry within,— Hel^ ! help !

Re-enter CASSIO, driving in RODERIGO.
Cas. You rogue! you rascal I

^O"- VVhat's the matter, lieutenant
Cas. A knave !—teach me my duty !

I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle^
Rod. Beat me

!

(^os- Dost thou prate, rogue?
\_StTiking Roderiga.

Nay, good lieutenant
;

,
,

iStayine Mm..
I pray you, sir, hold your hand.

r\ 1 ,
™S sir.

ur I 11 knock you o'er the mazzard.
Come, come, you're drunk.

Cas. Drunk! ^rf,ey fight.
logo. Away, I say ! go out, and cry—a mutiny.

\_.^side to Rod. who goes out.
nay, good lieutenant,— alas, gentlemen,—
Help, ho '-—I-ieutenant,—sir,—Montano,—sir
Help, masters !—Here's a goodly watch, indeed !

,,r, , , ,
[Bell rini>s.

Who's that that rings the bell ?— Diablo, ho !

The town will rise: God's will, lieutenant! hold;
lou will be sham'd for ever.

£nter OTHELLO, and Attendants.

,
What is the matter here ?

Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ;—he
dies.

0th. Hold, for your lives.
/ago. Hold, hold, lieutenant,—sir, IVIontaao,—

gentlemen,

—

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ?
Hold, hold ! the general speaks to you : hold, foe

shame !

Oth. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth
this ?

Are we turn'd Turks; and to ourselves do that.
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites?
tor Christian shame, put by this barbarous biawl

:

196
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He, that stirs next to carve for his own rage, j.

Holds his soul light; he dies upon his morion.—
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle

j

]

From her propriety,—What is the matter, maw
ters ? J

Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving,
''

Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge thee.

logo. I do not know friends all but now, eveu

now,
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom
Devesting them for bed : and then, bat now,
{As if some planet had unwitted men,)

Swordb out, and tilling one at other's breast.

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak

Any beginning to this peevish odds ;

And 'would in action glorious I had lost

These legs, that brought me to a part of it 1

Olh. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot?

Cas. Ipray you, pardon me, [ cannot speak.

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil
[

The gravity and stillness of your youth

The world hath noled, and your name is great

In mouths of wisest censure ;
What's the matter,

That you unlace your reputation thus.

And spend your rich opinion, for the name
Of a night brawler? give me answer to it.

A'/OTI. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger;

Your officer, lago, can inform you

—

While I spare speech, which something now offends

me,

—

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught.

By me that's said or done amiss this night

;

Unless self-charity be sometime a vice
;

And to defend ourselves it be a sin.

When violence assails us.

0th. Now, by heaven.

My blood begins my safer guides to rule
;

And passion, having my best judgment colUed,

Assays to lead the way : If I once stir.

Or do hut lift this arm, the best of you

Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on

;

And he that is approv'd in this offence.

Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth,

Shall lose me.—What ! in a town of war.

Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear.

To manage private and domestick quarrel.
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In night, and on the court and guard of safety !

'Tis monstrous.—lago, who began it?
Mon. If partially affin'd, or lea'gu'd in office.

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth.
Thou art no soldier.

^f0°- Touch me not so near:
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth.
Than it should do otfence to Michael Cassio

;

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth
Shall nothing wrong him.—Thus it is, general.
Moutano and myself being in speech,
There comes a fellow, crying out for help;
And Cassio following him with detennin'd sword.
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause

;
Myself the crying fellow did pursue.
Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,)
The town might fall in fright : he, swift effort.
Outran my purpose

; and I retum'd the rather
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords.
And Cassio high in oath

; which, till to-night,
I ne er might say before : When I came back,
(For this was brief,) I found them close together.
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were,
V\ hen you yourself did part them.
More of this matter can I not report:—
But men are men; the best sometimes forget:—
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,—
As men in rage strike those that wish them best,—
let, surely, Cassio, I believe, receiv'd,

fxr?""
^^^^ strange indignity,

Which patience could not pass.

, I know, lago,
ihy honesty and love doth mince this matter.
Making It light to Cassio Cassio, I love thee :
But never more be officer of mine.—

Enter DESDJEMONA, attended.
Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up
1 11 make thee an example.

^^{- ^„ What's the matter, dear ?
W«. All s well now, sweeting ; Come away to bed.

Oil, for your hurts,
Myself will be your surgeon: Lead him off.

, [ To Montano, who is led off.
lago, look with care about the town

;And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.—
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Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldiers' life,

To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife.

[t>«MM2 all but logo and Cnssio.

/ago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

Cos. Ay, past all auryery.

/ago. Marry, heaven forbid !

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation! 0,1
have lost my reputation I have lost the immortal

part, sir, of myself, and what remaiTis is bestial.—

My reputation, lago, my reputation.

fngo. As I am an honest man, I thought you

had received some bodily wound ;
there is more

offence in that, than in reputation. Reputation is

an idle and most false imposition ; oft got without

merit, and lost without deserving : You have lost

no reputation at all, unless you repute yourself such

a loser. What, man ! there are ways to recover

the general again ; You are but now cast in hia

mood, a punishment more in policy than in malice;

even so as one would beat his oifenceless dog, to

affright an imperious lion : sue to him agaiu, and

he's yours.
Cos. I will rather sue to be despised, than to de-

ceive so good a commander, with so slight, so

drunken, and so indiscreet an ofticer. Drunk? and

speak pan-ot? and squabble? swagger? swear ? and

discourse fustian with one's own shadow ?—0 thott

invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to bs

known by, let us call thee—devil

/ago. What was he that you foUow'd with yont

sword? What had he done to you?
Cos. I know not.

/ago. Is it possible ?

Cos. I remember a mass of things, but nothingj

distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.—0,j

that men should put an enemy in their mouths, to

steal away their brains ! that we should, with joy,

revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselra

into beasts '.

/ago. Why, but you are now well enough ;
How

came you thus recover'd f

Cas. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, tJ

give place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectnessj

shows me another, to make me frankly deapist!

myself.
,

/ago. Come, you are too severe a moraler :
&i

the time, the place, and the condition of this couaHj
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stands, I could heartily wish this had not befallen
;

but, since it is as it is, mend it for your own good.
CftS. I will ask him for my place again ; he

shall tell me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would ston tliem
all. To he now a sensible man, by and by a fool,

and presently a beast ! O strange I—Every inor-
dinate cup is unbless'd, and the ingi-edient is a
devil.

fhgo. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar
creature, if it be well used ; exclaim no more afjainst
it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you think I love
you.

Cos. I have well approved it, sir.—I dj-unk !

logo. You, or any man living, may be drunk at
sonae time, man. I'll tell you what you shall do.
Our general's wife is now the general ;— I may say
so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and
iven up himself to the contemplation, mark, and
enotement of her parts and graces:—confess your-

self freely to her; importune her; she'll help to
put you in your place again : she is of so free, so
kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she holds
it a vice in her goodness, not to do more than she is

requested: Tins broken joint, between you and her
husband, entreat her to splinter; and, my fortunes
against any lay worth naming, this crack of your
love shall grow stronger than it was before.

Cas. You advise me well.
la^/i. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and ho-

nest kindness.

Cas. I think it freely; and, betimes in the morn-
ing, I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to un-
dertake for me : I am desperate of my fortunes, if
they cheek me here.

Jdgo. You are in the right. Good night, lieu-
tenant ; I must to the watch.

CftS. Good night, honest lago. lE:fi( Cassia.
lago. And what's he then, that says,—I play the

villain ?

When this advice is free, I give, and honest,
Prohal to thinking, and (indeed) the course
To win the Moor again f For 'tis most easy
The inclining Desdemona to subdue
In any honest suit ; she's fram'd as fruitful
As the free elements. And then for her
To win the Moofj—wereH to renounce his baptism^
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All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,—
His soul is so enfetter'd to her love.

That she may make, unmake, do what she list,

Even as her appetite shall play the god
With his weak function. How am I then a villain,

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course,
Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell !

"When devils will their blackest sins put on.

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows.
As I do now : For, while this honest fool

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes.
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor,
I'll pour this pestilence into his ear,

—

That she repeals him for her body's lust
;

And, by how much she strives to do him good,
She shall undo her credit with the Moor.
So will I turn her virtue into pitch;
And out of her own goodness make the net.

That shall enmesh them all.— How now, Roderigo?

Enter RODERIGO.
Rod. I do follow here in the chace, not like a

hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry,

My money is almost spent ; I have been to-night
exceedingly well cudgell'd

; and, I think, the issue

will be—I shall have so much experience for my
pains : and so, with no money at all, and a little

more wit, return to Venice.
lago, How.poor are they, that have not patience!—

What wound did ever heal, but by degrees?
Thou know'at, we work by wit, and not by witch-

craft
;

And wit depends on dilatory time.
Does't not go well! Cassio hath beaten thee.
And thou, by that small hurt, hasteashier'd Cassio

:

Though otlier things grow fair against the sun.
Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe:

Content thyself a while.—By the mass, 'tis morning;
Pleasura, and action, make the hours seem short.—
Retire thee

;
go where thou art billeted :

Away, I say; thou sh alt know more iiereafter:

Nay, get thee gone. \Jixii Rod.'] Two things an
to be done,

—

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress;
I'll set her on

;

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart.

And bring blm jump when he may Cassio &ai
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Soliciting his yn(e :—Ay, that's the way;
Dull not device by coldness and delay. \_Eait.

ACT IIL SCENE I.

Be/ore the castle-

Enter CASSIO, and some Musicians.

Cos. Masters, play here, I will content your pains.
Something that's brief ; and bid—good-morrow,

general. \_Afusi'ck.

Enter down.

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been
at Naples, that tliey speak i'the nose thus?
IMus. How, sir, how!
Clo. Are these, I pray you, call'd wind instru-

ments?
1 Mas. Ay, marry, are they, sir.

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail.

1 Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir?
Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument

that I know. But, masters, here's money for you:
and the general so likes your musick, that he de-
sires you, of all loves, to make no more noise
with it/

1 Mns. Well, sir, we will not.
Cioi If you have any musick that may not be

heard; to't again : but, as they say, to hear musiclc,
the graieral does not greatly care.

lA/us. We have none such, sir.

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll
away: Go; vanish into air; away.

[E.veunt Musiciant.
Cas. Dost tliou hear, my honest friend ?

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear
you.

C(W. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a
poor piece of gold for thee: if the gentlewoman,
that attends the general's wife, be stirring, tell
her, there's one Cassio entreats her a little favour
of speech : WUt thou do this?

Clo. She is stirring, sir; if she will stir hither,
I shall seem to notify unto her. [Ea'i&,

Enter lAGO.
Cos. Do, good my friend.—In happy time, lags.
J^ogo. You have not been a-bed then?
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Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke

Before we parted. I have made bold, lago.

To send in to your wife : My suit to her

Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona
Procure me some access.

lago. I'll send her to you presently;

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converse and business

May be more tree. \^Exit.

Cas. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew
A Florentine more kind and honest.

Enter EMILIA.

Emit. G ood morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorry

For your displeasure ; but all will soon he well.

The general, and his wife, are talking of it ;

And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies,

That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus,
And great affinity; and that, iu wholesome wisdom,
He might not but refuse you : but, he protests, ha

loves you
;

And needs no other suitor, but his likings.

To take the saf'st occasion by the front.

To bring you in again.

Cas. Yet, I beseech you,—
If you think fit, or that it may he done,

—

Give me advantage of some brief discourse

With Desdemona alone.

Emit. Pray you, come in ;

I will bestow you where you shall have time

To speak your bosom freely.

Cas. I am much bound to you.

[Eaeunt.

SCENE II.

room in the castle.

Enter OTHELLO, lAGO, and Gentlemen.

0th. These letters give, lago, to the pilot

;

And, by him, do my duties to the state :

That done, I will be walking on the works.

Repair there to me.
lago. Well, my good lord, I'll do't.

0th. This fortification, gentlemen,—shall we see't?

Ocnt. We'll wait upon your lordship. {^Rxeunt.
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SCENE III.

Before (he castle.

Enter DESDEMONA, CASSIO, o/irf EMILIA.
Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do

All my abilities io thy behalf.
Emil. Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my

husband,
As if the case were his.

Des. O, that's an honest fellow.—Do not doubt,
Cassio,

But I will have my lord and you again
As friendly as you were.

Cos. Bounteous madam.
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio,
He's never any thing but your true servant.

Des. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord ;

You have known him long ; and be you well assur'd.
He shall in strangeness stand no further off
Than in a politick distance.

Cos. Ay, but, lady.
That policy may either last so long,
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet,
Or breed itself so out of circumstance.
That, I being absent, and my place supplied.
My general will forget my love and service.

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here,
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee.
If I do TOW a friendship, I'll perform it

To the last article: -my lord shall never rest;
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience

;

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift;
I'll intermingle every thing he does
AVith Cassio's suit: Therefore be merry, Cassio;
For thy solicitor shall rather die.
Than give thy cause away.

Enter OTHELLO andlkGO, at a distance.

Emit. Madam, here comes
My lord.

Cut. Madam, I'll take my leave.

. Why, stay^
And hear me speak.

TT ^R^'
'^*'^^™» "ot "ow ; I am very ill at ease,

Uont for mine own purposes.
^ts- Well, well.
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Do your disci-etion. lEa'it Cassio.

Idgo. Ha! I like not that.

0th. What dost tliou say?
lagQ. Nothing, my lord : or if—I know not what,
Otk. Was not that Cassio, parted from mywife!
lago. Cassio, my lord 1 No, sure, I cannot thinkit,

That he would steal away so guilty-like,

Seeing you coming.
Otk. I do believe, 'twas he.
Des, How now, niy lord?

I have been talking with a suitor here,

A man that languishes in your displeasure.

0th. Who is'r, you mean?
Des. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Goodmylord,

If I have any grace, or power to move you.
His present reconciliation take

;

For, if he be not one that truly loves you.
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,
I have no judgment in an honest face :

I pr'ythee, call him back.
0th. Went he hence now!
Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled,

That he hath left part of his grtef with me ;

I suffer with him. Good love, call him back.

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some otlin

time.
Des. But shall't be shortly?

0th. The sooner, sweet, for yga,

Des. Shall't be to-night at supper?
0th. No, r.ot to-nighi

Des. To-morrow dinner then ?

Otk. I shall not dine at hotnei

I meet the captains at the citadel.

Des. Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday

morn ;

Or Tuesday noon, or night ; or Wednesday mom ;-

I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not

Exceed three days: in faith, he's penitent;

And yet Kis trespass, in our common reason,

.(Save that, they say, the wars must make example!

Out of their best,) is not almost a fault

To incur a private cheek : When shall he come?

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul,

What you could ask me, that I should deny,

Or stand so mammering on. What ! Michael Cassio,

That came a wooing with you ; and many a timer

When I have spoke of you dispraisingly,
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Hath ta'en your part; to have so much to do
To brinij him in I Trust me, I could do much,

—

Otii. Pr'ythee, no more; let him come when he
will;

I will deny thee nothing,
pes. Why, this is not a boon;

'Tis as r should entreat you wear your gloves.
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm;
Or sue to you to do peculiar profit

To your own person ; Nay, when I have a suit.
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed.
It shall he full of poize and difficulty.

And fearful to be granted,
0th. I will deny thee nothing:

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this.

To leave me bub a little to myself.
Des. Shall I deny you? no: Farewell, my lord.
0th. Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to

thee straight-

Des. Fmilia, come Be it as your fanaes teach
you ;

Whate'er you be, I am obedient.
[^Exit with Emilia.

0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul.
But I do love thee ! and, when I love thee not.
Chaos is come a^ain.

togo. My noble lord,

0th. What dost thou say, lago?
logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my

lady.
Know of your love I

0th. He did, from first to last : Why dust thou
ablt?

lagQ. But for a satisfaction of my thought;
No further harm.

0th.
_

Why of thy thought, lago t

/ago. I did not think, he had been acquainted
with her.

0th, O, yes; and went between us very oft.

Idgo. Indeed ?

0th. Indeed! ay, indeed :—Diseem'st thou aught
in that?

Is he not honest ?

^cigo. Honest, my lord?
0th. Ay, honest.
Ifigo. My lord, for aught I know.
Otk, What dost thou think?
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lago.

0th.

Think, my lord 7

Tlank, nay lord!

By heaven, he echoes me.
As if there were some monster in his thought

Too hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean some-
thing :

I heard thee say but now,—Thou lik'dst not that,

When Cassio left my wife ; What didst not like \

And, when I told thee—he was of my counsel

In my whole course of wooing, thou cryMsl, /ndeedf

And didst contract and purse thy brow together,

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me.
Show me thy thought.

/ftgo. My lord, you know I love you.
Och. I think, thou dost;

And,—for I know thou art full of love and honesty,

And wei£;h'st thy words before thou giv'st them
breath,

—

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more:
For such things, in a false disloyal knave.
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just,

They are close denotements, working from the heart,

That passion cannot rule.

/ago. For Michael Cassio,

—

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest.

Oih. I think so too.

logo. Men should be what they seem;

Or, those that be not, 'would they might seem none!

Oih. Certain, men should be what they s'eem.

/ago. Why then,

I think that Cassio is an honest man.
Otk. Nay, yet there's more in this:

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings,

As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of

thoughts
The worst of words.

logo. Good my lord, pardon me;
Though I am bound to every act of duty,

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.

Utter my thoughts? Why, say, they are vile and

false,

—

As where's that palace, whereinto foul things

Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure,

But some uncleanly apprehensions

Keep ieets, and law-days, and iu session sit

With meditations lawful '(
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0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago.
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear
A stranger to thy thoughts.

^
^cg<^- I do beseech you,—

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess.
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague
To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy
Shapes faults that are not,—1 entreat you then.
From one that so imperfectly conjects.
You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble
Out of his scattering and unsure observance :

—

It were not for your quiet, nor your good.
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom.
To let you know my thoughts.

0th. What dost thou mean ?

lugo. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my
lord.

Is the immediate jewel of their souls :

Who steals my purse, steals trash ; 'tis something,
nothing

;

'Twas mine,'cis his, and has been slave to thousands
j

But he, that filches from me my good name,
Robs me of that, which not enriches him.
And makes me poor indeed.

0th. By heaven, I'll know thy thonght.
Ineo. You cannot, ifmy heart were in your hand;

Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody.
0th. Ha!
logo. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy

;
It is the green ey'd monster> which doth mock
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss.
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger

;But O, what damned minutes tells he o'er.
Who dotes, yet doubts

; suspects, yet strongly loves!
0th. O misery !

Iftgo. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough

;

But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter.
To him that ever fears he shall be poor :

—

Good heaven, the souls, of all my tribe defend
From jealousy!

0th. Why? why is this?
Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy,
'I'o follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions ? No : to be once in doubt.
Is—once to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a goat.
When I shall turn the business of my soul

j

To such e:xsufilicate and blown surmises.
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Matching thy inference. 'Tisnotto make mejealous,

To say—my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company,

Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well

;

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous

:

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt

;

For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago

;

I'll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove

;

And, on the proof, there is no more but this,—

Away at once with love, or jealousy.

logo. I am glad of this ; for now I shall have reasM

To show the love and duty that I bear you

With franker spirit : therefore, as T am bound,

Receive it from me :—I speak not yet of proof.

Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio;

Wear your eye—thus, not.iealous, nor secure:

I would not have your free and noble nature,

Out of self-bounty, be ahus'd; look to't

:

I know our country disposition well

;

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks

They dare not show their husbands ; th^ir be;;

conscience

Is—not to leave undone, but keep unknown.

0th. Dost thou say so ?

InffO. She did deceive her father, marrymg you;

And when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks,

She lov'd them most.

Olh. And so she did.

/ago. Why, go to, theni

She that, so young, could give out such a seembg,

To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak,—
He thought, 'twas witchcraft :—But I am much to

blame
;

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon,

For too much loving you.

0th. I am bound to thee for ew.

/ago, T see, this hath a little dash'd your spiriti.

0th. Not a jot, not a jot.

lago. Trust me, I fear it nu.

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke

Comes from my love;— But, I do see you an

mov'd :—
I am to pray you, not to strain my speech

To grosser issues, nor to larger reach.

Than to suspicion.

0th. I will not.

/ago. Should you do so, my lord,
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My speech should fall into such vile success

"'frieud^.'^
*™ ^'""'"'^ ""y worthy

My lord, I see you are mov'd.

I a"^' . .u- , , , ""ch mov'd:—
1 do not think, but Desdemona's honest

lago. Long live she so ! and long li've you to
think so !

^ j

OH. And yet, how nature erring from itself,—
/ago. Ay, there's the point ;—As,—to be bold

with you,

—

Not to atfect many proposed matches.
Of her own elime, complexion, and degree

;Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends :

foh
! one may smell, in such, a will most rank,

tool disproporaon, thoughts unnatural.—
But pardon me ; I do not, in position,
Bistinctly speak of her : though I may fear.
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment.
May tall to match you with her 'country forms.
And chapily) repent.

„ Farewell, farewell

:

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ;4et on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago.
lago. My lord, I tal<e my leave. [Goinr.
Ott. Why did I marry f—This honest creature,

doubtless.
Sees and knows more, much more, than lie unfolds.

/ago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your
honour

To scan this thing no further
; leave it to time :And though it be fit that Cassio have his place,

(tor, sure, he fills it up with great ability,)
Yet, if you please to hold him off a while.
You shall by that perceive him and his means :

Note, if your lady strain his entertainment
With any strong or vehement importunity

;Much will be seen in that. In the mean time.
Let me be thought too busy in my fears,
(As worthy cause I have, to fear— I am,)
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour.

Olh. Fear not my government.
lago. I once more take my leave.
Och. This fellow's of exceeding honesty.

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit.
Of human dealings ; If 1 do prove her haggard.
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings.



33S OTHELLO. Act 3.

I'd whistle Ker off, and let her down the wind.

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black;

And have not those soft parts of conversation

That chamberers have : Or, for I am decUn'd

Into the vale of years yet that's not much
She's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief

Must be— to loath her. O curse of marriage.

That we can call these delicate creatures ours.

And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad,

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon.

Than keep a corner in the thing I love,

For others' uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones

;

Prerogativ'd are they less than the base

:

'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death

;

Even then this forked plague is fated to us.

When we do quicken. Desdemona comes :

Enter DESDEMONA and EMILIA.

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself I—
I'll not believe it.

Bes. How now, my dear Othello f

Your dinner, and the generous islanders

By you invited, do attend your presence.

Oik. I am to blame.
Des. Why is your speech so faint? are you not

well?
0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here.

Des. "Faith, that's with watching ; 'twill away

again

:

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour

It will be well.

Oih. Your napkin is too little
;

[//e puis the handkerchieffrom him, and

it drops.

Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you.

/)es. 1 am very sorry that you are not well.

{EjL-eimt Gth. and Dts.

Emit. I am glad, I have found this napkin;

This was her first remembrance from the Moor:

My wayward husband hath a hundred times

Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token,,

(For he conjur'd her, she should ever keep it,)

That she reserves it evermore about her.

To kiss, and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out,

And give it lago

:

What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I;

I nothing, but to please his fantasy.
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Enter I AGO.
logo. How now ! what do you here alone ?

£mil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you.
logo. A thing for me?—it is a common thins.
^Emil. Ha!
logo. To have a foolish wife,
Emii. 0,is that all? What will you give me now

For that same handkerchief?
logo. What handkerchief?
EiniL What handkerchief?

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona

;

That which so often you did bid me steal.

/ago. Hast stolen it from her?
Emil. No, 'faith ; she let it drop by negligence

;

And, to the advantage, I, being here, took't up.
Look, here it is.

/«£(). A good wench
;
give it me.

Bmil. What will you do with it, that you have
been so earnest

To have me filch it ?

/ago. Why, what's that to you ?

{^Snatc/iing it.

Emit. If it be not for some purpose of import.
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad.
When she shall lack it.

/ago. Be not yoti known oft ; I have use for it.

Go, leave me. \^K£'it Emilia.^
I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin.
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air.

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something.
The Moor already changes with my poison :

—
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, uoisons*
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste

;

But, with a little act upon the blood.
Burn like the mines of sulphur.—I did say so :

—

Enter OTHELLO.
Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor maudragora.
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world.
Shall ever med'cine thee to that sweet sleep.

Which thou ow'dst yesterday.
Och. Ha! ha I false to me I

To me ?

/ago. Why, how now, general? no more of that.

0£h. Avaunt! be gone ! thou hast set me oa tha
rack

.

197
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I swear, 'tis better to be mucb abus'd.

Than but to know't a little.

IngQ. How now, my lord?

Oih . Wbat sense had I of her stolen hours of lust
'

'

I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me

:

I slept the next night well, was free ar.d merry
;

I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips :

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen.

Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd all.

lago. I am sorry to hear this.

Ol/i. I had been happy, if the general camp.

Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body.

So I had nothing known : O now, for ever.

Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content f

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars.

That make ambition ^-irtue ! O, farewell

!

Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump,

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife.

The royal banner ; and all quality.

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war I

And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats

The immortalJove's dread clamours counterfeit,

Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone !

Jago. Is it possible?—My lord,

Oik. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore;

Be sure of it ;
give me the ocular proof;

[Taking him by the throat.

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul.

Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog.

Than answer my wak'd wrath.
laqo. Is it come to this!

Olb. Make me to see It; or (at the least) so prove it,

That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop.

To hang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life !

logo. My noble lord,

0th. If thou dost slander her, and torture me.
Never pray more : abandon all remorse

;

On horror's head horrors accumulate :

Do deeds to mate heaven weep, all earth amaz'd,

For nothing canst thou to damnation add.

Greater than that.

lago. O grace ! O heaven defend me !

Are you a man t have you a soul, or sense ?—
God be wi' you ; take mine office.—O wretched fool,

That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice !

O monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world, i

To be direct and honest, is not safe.—
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I thank you for this profit; and, from hence,
I'll love no fiiend, since love breeds such offence.

Oth. Nay, slay :— thou shouldst he honest.
lago, I should be wise; for honesty's a fool.

And loses that it works for.

Oik. By the world,
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not;

I I think that thou art just, and think thou art not;
I'll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black
As mine own face.—If there'be cords, or knives.
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams,
I'll not endure it.

—'Would, I were satisfied!
^iigo. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion i

I do repent raej that T put it to you.
You would be satisfied ?

Oth. Would? nay, I will.
Tago. And may: But, how? how satisfied, my

lord ?

I

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on?
' Behold her tupp'd?

Oth. Death and damnation! O !

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think.
To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then^

I

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster.
More than their own ! What then? how then?
What shall I say ? Where's satisfaction ?

I

It is impossible you shotild see this.

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,.
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say.
If imputation, and strong circumstances,

—

Which lead directly to the door of truth,

—

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it.

Oth. Give me a living reason she's disloyal.
lugo. I do not like the office:

But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far,

—

Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love,

—

3 will go on. 1 lay with Cassio lately ;

And, being troubled with a raging tooth,
I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men so loose of soul,

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs;

One of this kind is Cassio :

I

In sleep I heard him say,

—

Sweet Desdemona,
Let us be wary, let us hide our loves !

And then, sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand>



232 OTHELLO. Act 3.

Cry,— O, sweet creature / and then kiss me hard.
As if he pluek'd up kisses by the roots,

That grew upon my lips : then laid, his leg

Over my thigh, and sigh*dj and kiss'd ; and then
Cry'd,— Cursedfate ! that gave thee to the Moor !

0th. O monstrous! monstrous!
lago. Nay, this was but his dream,
Olh. But this denoted a foregone conclusion;

'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream.
lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs.

That do demonstrate thinly.

Olh. I'll tear her all to pieces.

iago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done;
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,

—

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief.

Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand ?

0th. I gave her sueh a one; 'twas my first gift.

Jago. 1 know not that: but such a handkerchief,

(1 am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day
See Cassio wipe his beard with.

0th. If it be that,—
Icigo. If it be that, or any that was hers.

It speaks against her, with the other proofs.

0th. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives!

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge !

Now do I see 'lis true.'—Look here, lago
;

All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven

:

'Tis gone.

—

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell

!

Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne.

To tyrannous hate ! swell, tosom, with thy fraught,

For 'tis of aapicks' tongues !

la^o. Pray, be content.

Oih. O, blood, lago, blood!
lago. Patience, I say; your mind, perhaps, may

change.
0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontick sea.

Whose icy current and compulsive course
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on
To the Propontick, and the Hellespont;
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace.

Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love.

Till that a capable and wide revenge
Swallow them up.—Now, by yond' marble heaven,

In the due reverence of a sacred vow \Knedi.
1 here engage my words-

lago. Do not rise yet.— \Kmiii>
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Witness, you ever-burnini; lights above !

You elements that clip us round about

!

Witness, that here lago doth give up
The execution of his wit, hands, heart,

To wrong'd Othello*s service '. let him command.
And to obey shall be in me remorse.
What bloody worlc soever.

0th I greet thy love.

Not with vain thaaks,but with acceptance bounteous.
And will upon the instant put thee to't:

Within these three days let me hear thee say.

That Cassio's not alive.

laeo. My friend is dead ; 'tis done, at your request

:

But let her live.

0th. Damn her, lewd minx '. O, damn her !

Come, go with me apart ; 1 will withdrr.w.
To furnish me with some swift means of death
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

logo. I am your own for ever. [Eaeunt.

SCENE IV.

The same.

Enter DESDEMONA, EMILIA, and Clown.

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant

Cassio lies ?

Clo. I dare not say, he lies any where.
Des. Why, man?
Clo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier

lies, is stabbing.
Des, Go to ; Where lodges he ?

Cl». To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you
where I lie.

Des. Can any thing be made of this ?

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to

devise a lodging, and say—he lies here, or he lies

there, were to lie in my oivn throat.

Des. Can you enquire him out, and be edified by
report 1

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that is,

make questions, and by them answer.

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell him,

I have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all

will be well.

Clo. To do this, is within the compass of man s

wit; and therefore I will attempt the doing it.

[Exit.
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Des. Where should I lose that handkei-chief,
Emilia?

F.mil, I knotv not, madam.
Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse

Full of cruzadoes. And, but my noble Moor
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness
As jealous creatures are, it were enough
To put him to ill-thinking,
Emil, Ts he not jealous ?

Des. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was
born.

Drew all such humours from him.
Emil. Look, where he comes.
Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio

Be call'd to him.—How is't with you, my lord?

0th. Well, my good lady:— ]_Aside.'\ O, hard-
ness to dissemble !

—

How do you, Desdemona?
Des. Well, my good lord.

0th. Give me your hand : This hand is moist,

my lady.
Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow.
Otk. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart

Hot, hot, and moist t This hand of yours requires

A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer,
Much castigation, exercise devout

;

For here's a young and sweating devil here,
TTiat commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,
A frank one.

Des. You may, indeed, say so ;

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

Oth.A liberal hand : The hearts, of old,gave hands;
But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts.

Des. I cannot apeak of this. Come, now your
promise.

0(h. What promise, chuck?
Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you.
Olh. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me

;

Lend me thy handkerchief.
Des. Here, my lord.

Otk. That which I gave you.

Enter OTHELLO.

Des.
Otk. Not?

I have it not about me.

Des.
Oth.

No, indeed, my lord.

That is a fault:
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That handkercTiief

Did an Egyptian to my mother give ;

She was a charmer, and could almost read

The thoughts of people : she told her,while she kept it,

Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father

Entirely to her love; but if she lost it,

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye

Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt

After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ;

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive.

To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft.

Make it a darling like your precious eye

;

To lose or giv't away, were such perdition.

As nothing else could match,
j)es. Is it possible ?

Otk. 'Tis true : there's magick in the web of it:

A sibyl, that had number'd in the world

The sun to make two hundred compassus.

In her prophetick fury sew'd the work

:

The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the silk ;

And it was dy'd in mummy, which the skilful

Conserv'd of maidens' hearts.

Dgs. Indeed I is't true?

0th. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well.

Ues. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never

seen it.

Otk. Ha! wherefore?

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash J

Oih. Is't lost? is't gone? speak, is it out of the

way?
Des. HeaTea bless us !

Oih. Say you ?

Des. It is not lost; But what an if it were?

0th. Ha!
Des. I say, it is not lost.

Olfi^ Fetch't, let me see it.

Des'. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now ;

This is a trick, to put me from my suit

;

T pray, let Cassio be receiv'd again.
_

Gth. Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind mis-

gives.

Des. Come, come;
You'll never meet a more sufficient man.

Otk. The handkerchief. ,

/)g5_ I pray, talk to me or Cassio.

Oik. The handkerchief,

j)es. A man that, all his lime.
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Hath founded his good fortune on your love
;

Shar'd dangers with you ;

0(k. The handkerchief,——
Des. In sooth,

You are to blame.
0th. Away! [Enit Othello.

Emil. Is not this man jealous ?

Des. I ne'er saw this before.

Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief:
I am most unhappy in the loss of it,

Emil. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man :

'

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food;
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full.

They belch us. Look you! Cassio, and my husband.

Enter IA.GO and CASSIO.
lago. There is no other way,; 'tis she must do'tj

And, lo, the happiness ! go, and imp6rtune her.

Des. How now, good Cassio ? what's the news
with you?

Cits. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you,
That, by your virtuous means, I may again
Exist, and be a member of his love,

Whom I, with all the duty of ray heart.

Entirely honour; t would not be delay'd :

If my offence be of such mortal kind.
That neither service past, nor present son'ows.
Nor purpoa'd merit in futurity.

Can ransome me into his love a_^ain.

But to know so must be my benefit;

So shall I clothe me in a fore'd content.

And shut myself up in some other course.
To fortune's alms.

Des. Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio,
My advocation is not now in tune

;

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him.
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd.

So help me, every spirit sanctified.

As I have spoken for you all my best
;

And stood within the blank of his displeasure,

For my free speech ! You must a while be patient:

What I can do, I will; and more I will.

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you.
/ago. Is my lord angry?
Emit. He went hence but now.

And, certainly, in strange unquietness.
/ago. Can he .be angry? I have seen the cajmon/
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When it hath Ijlown his ranks into the air
;

And, like the deviV, from his very arm
Puff'd his own brother ;—And can he be angi-y?

Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ;

There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry.

Des. \ pr'ythee, do so.—Something, sure, o£
state,— {Eait lago.

Either from Venice; or 3ome unhatch'd practice.

Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,

—

Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases.

Men's natures wrangle with inferior things.

Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so j

For let our finger ache, and it indues

Our other healthful members ev'n to that sense

Of pain : Nay, we must think, men are not gods

;

Nor of them look for such observances

As fit the bridal.—Beshrew me much, Emilia,

I was (unhandsome v^arrioi' as I am,)
Arraigning his unkindness with my soul

;

But now I find, I had sabom'd the witness.

And he's indited falsely.

Emil. 'Pray heaven, it be state matters, as you
think

;

And no conception, nor no jealous toy.

Concerning you.
Des. Alas, the day I I never gave him cause.

EmiL But jealous souls will not be answer'dso;
They are not ever jealous for the cause.

But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster.

Begot upon itself, born on itself.

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's

mind !

Emil. Lady, amen.
Des. I will go seek him.—Cassio, walk hereabout

:

If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit.

And seek to effect it to my uttermost.

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship.

\_Ea'eun£ Desdemona and Emilia^

Enter BIANCA.
Binn. Save you, friend Cassio!
Cas. What make you from home ?

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ?

I'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house.

Biun. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio-

Whal 1 keep a week away ? seven days and nights ?

Eight score eight hours ? and lovers' absent hours ?
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More tedious than the dial eight score times?
0 weary reckoning

!

Cos, Pardon me, Bianca;
1 have this while withleaden thoughts been press'd

;
But I shall, in a more continuate time.
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianea,

[Giving Desdtmona's handkerchief.
Take me this work out.

Bian. O, Cassio, whence came this I

This is some token from a newer friend.
To the felt absence now I feel a cause :

Is it come to this? Well, well.
Cas. Woman, go to!

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth.
From whence you have them. You are jealous now,
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance

:

No, in good troth, Bianca.
JSian. Why, whose is it?
Cos. I know not, sweet : I found it in my chamber.

I like the work well ; ere it be demanded,
(As, like enough, it will,) I'd have it copied:
Take it, and do't ; and leave me for this time.

Bian, Leave you ! wherefore ?

Cos. I do attend here on the general

;

And think it no addition, nor my wish.
To have him see me woman'd.

Bian. Why, I pray you!
Cos. Not that I love you not.
Bian. But that you do not love me.

I pray you, bring me on the way a little

;

And say, if I shall see you soon at night.
Cas. Tis but a little way that I can bring you,

For I attend here: but I'll see you soon.
Bian. 'Tis very good j I must be circumstanc'd.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

7'he same.

Eater OTHELLO and lAGO.
logo. Will you think so ?

OeA. Think so, lago ?

^(^go. What,
To kiss in private ?

0th. An unauthoriz'd kiss.
/ago. Or to be naked with her friend abed.

An hour, or more, not meaning any harm?
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0th. Na^ed abed, lago, and not mean harm ?

It is hypocrisy against the devil

:

Tbey that mean virtuously, and yet do so.

The devil theii- virtue tempts, and they tempt
heaven.

lago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip :

But if I give my wife a handkerchief,—
0th. What then?
Ingo. Why, then 'tis hers, my lord ; and, being

hers.

She may, T thinV, bestow't on any man.
0th. She is protectress of her honour too;

May she give that?

lago. Her honour is an essence that's not seen

;

They have it very oft, that have it not

:

But, for the handkerchief,

—

~-

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have for-

got it

Thou said'st,—O, it comes o'er my memoryj
As doth the raven o'er the infected house.

Boding to all,—he had my handkerchief.

Ifigo. Ay, what of that?

0th. That's not so good, now.
Ingo. What, if I had said, I had seen him do

you wrong ?

Or heard him say,—As knaves be such abroad.

Who having, by their own importunate suit.

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress.

Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose

But they must blab
0th. Hath he said any thing?

lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assur'd.

No more than he'll unswear.
Oik. What hath he said?

lago. 'Faith, that he did,—I know not what he
did.

0th. What? what?
lago. Lie
0th. With her?
I'igo. With her, on her; what you will.

Of/i, Lie with her! lie on her '.—We say, lie on

her, when they belie her : Lie with Ker '. that's ful-

some.—Handkerchief,—confessions,—handkerchief.

—To confess, and be hang'd for his labour.— First,

to be hang'd, and then to confess ;—I tremble at it.

Nature would not invest herself in such shadowing

passion, without some instruction. It is not words.
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that slialfe me t'tius :—Pisb !—Noses, ears, and lips :—Is it possible?— Confess! — Handkerchief.— 0
devil !— [Falls in a trance.

lago. Work on,

My medicine, work ; Thus credulous fools are

caught

;

And many worthy and chaste da<mes, even thus.
All guiltless meet reproach,—What, ho ! my lord!

Enter CASSIO.
My lord, I say ! Othello ! How now, Cassio?

Cos. What is the matter?
lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy

;

This is his second fit; he had one yesterday.
Cos, Rub him about the temples.
lago. No, forbeai:

The lethargy must have his quiet course :

If not, he foams at mouth; and, by and by.
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stir3

;

Do you withdraw yourself a little while.

He will recover straight; when he is gone,

I would on great occasion speak with you.

—

[Exit Cassio,

How is it, general? have you not hurt your head?

0th. Dost thou mock me?
lago. I mock you ! no, by heaven:

'Woiild, you would bear your fortunes like a man.
Oth. A horned man's a monster, and a beast.

logo. There's many abeast then in a populous city,

And many a civil monster.
Oih. Did he confess it?

lago. Good sir, be a man;
Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd,
May draw with you : there's millions now aliye,

That nightly lie in those unproper beds.
Which they dare swearpeculiar

;
your case is better.

O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-moek,
To lip a wanton in a secure couch.
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know;
And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be.

Oth. O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain.

lago. Stand you a while apart;

Confine yourself but in a patient list.

Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your grief,

CA passion most unsuiting such a man,)
Cassio came hither : I shifted him away.
And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy

;
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Bade him anon return, and here speak with me
;

The which he promis'd. Do but encave yourself,

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns.

That dwell in evei-y region of his face

;

For I will make liim tell the tale anew,—
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when
He hath, and is again to cope your wife;

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ;

Or 1 shall say, you are all in all in spleen.

And nothing of a man.
0th. Dost ihou hear, lago ?

I will be found most cunning in my patience
;

But (dost thou hear?) most bloody.

Jagn. That's not amiss ;

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw?
{Othello withdraws.

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca,

A housewife, that, by selling her desires.

Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature.

That dotes on Cassio,—as 'tis the strumpet's plague,.

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ;

—

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

From the excess of laughter :—Here he comes :
—

Re-enter CASSID-
As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad

;

And his unbookish jealousy must construe

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behaviour,.

Quite in the wrong,—How do you now, lieutenant ?

Cos. The worser, that you give me the additioDj,

Whose want even kills me.
lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure oPt.

Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power,
\_Speaking lower.

How quickly should you speed ?

Cos. Alas, poor caitiff !

0th. Look, how he laughs already ! {Aside,

logo. I never knew a woman love man so.

Cos. Alas, poor rogue ! I think,i'faith, she loves me,
Otk. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out.

{Aside,

logo. Do you hear, Cassio?
Oih, Now he imp6rtune8 hini

To tell it o'er: Go to ; well said, well said. {Aside.

lago. She gives it out, that you shall marry her;.

Do yoa intend it?

Cos. Ha, ha, ha I
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0th. Do you friumph, Roman ? do you triumph ?

Cas. I marry her !—what ? a customer ! Ipr'ythee,
bear some cliarity to my wit; do not think it so un-
wholesome. Ha, ha, ha !

Otk. So, so, so, so: They laugh that win.

/rtgo. 'Faith, the cry goes, that you shall marry
her.

Cas. Pr'ythee, say true.

Iiigo. I am a very villain else.

0th. Have you scored m*> 1 Well. [^SiWe.
Cas. This is the monkey's own giving oui : she

is persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love
and flattery, not out of my promise.

0th. lago beckons me
; now he begins the story,

\_Asieie.

Cas. .She was here even now ; she haunts me in
every place. I was, the other day, talking on the
sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither comes
the bauble

;
by this hand, she falls thus about my

neck ;

Olh. Crying, O dear Cassio ! as it were: hig

gesture imports it. [v^sirfe.

Cas. So hanfjs, and lolls, and weeps upon me;
50 hales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha !

—

Olh. Now he tells, how she pluck'd him to my
chamber; O, I see that nose of yours, but not that

dog I shall tlirow it to. \_Aside.

Cas. Well, I must leave her company.
logo. Before me! look, where she comes.

Enter BIANCA.
Cas. *Tis such another fitchew! marry, a per-

fumed one.—What do you mean bjr this haunting
of me t

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you!
What did you mean by that same handkerchief,
you gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to take
it. I must take out the whole work ?—A likely
piece of work, that you should find it in your
chamber, and not know who left it there! This is

some minx's token, and I must take out the work?
There,—give it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you
had it, I'll take out no work on't.
,€as. How now, my sweet Bianca? how now!

how now?
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0th. By heaven, that should be my handterchief

!

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you
may : an you will not, come when you are next

Togo. After her, after her.
Cos. 'Faith I must, she'll rail in the street else.

logo. Will you sup there?
Cas. 'Faith, I intend so.

lagQ. M'^ell, I may chance to see you ; for I would
very fain speak with you.

Cas. Pr'ythee, come ; Will you T

lago. Go to ; say no more. \_Ea'it Cassio.

Otk. How shall 1 murder him, Tago ?

logo. Did you perceive how he laughed at his
vice ?

Otk O, lago

!

lago. And did you see the handkerchief?
Otk. Was that mine?
logo. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he

prises the foolish woman, your -wife ! she gave it

him, and he hath given it his whore.
0th. \ would have him nine years a killing :—

A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman I

lago. Nay, you must forget that.

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damn'd
to-night ; for she shall not live : No, my heart is

turo'd to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand.
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature : she
might lie by an emperor's side, and command hin>
tasks.

Jugo. Nay, that's not your way.
oik. Hang her ! I do but say what she is :—So

delicate with her needle !—An admirable musician J

0, she will sing the savageness out of a bear!—Of
so high and plenteous wit and invention !

—

Itigo. She's the worse for all this.

Otk. O, a thousand, a thousand times :—And
then, of so gentle a condition !

lago. Ay, too gentle.

Otk. Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it»

laRO !—O, lago, the pity of it, lago !

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give
her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it

comes near nobody.
Otk. I will chop her into messes ;—Cuckold ma I

lego. Of 'tis foul in her.

[Ea'it.
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0th. With mine officer !

lago. That's fouler.

0th, Get me some poison, lago; this night:—
I'll not expostulate with her, lest her body and
teauty unprovide my miiid again : — this night,

lago.
lago. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in her

bed, even the bed she hath contaminated.
0th, Good, good: the justice of it pleases

;
very

good.
lago. And, for Caasio,—let me be his undertaker:

You shall hear more by midnight.
trumpet wUHn.

OM.Excellent good.—What trumpet is that samsf
lago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodo-

vico,

Gome from the duke : and, see, your wife i3 with

him.

Enter LODOVICO, BESDEMONA, and
Attendants.

Lod. 'Save you, worthy general

!

0th. With all my heart, sir.

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you.-

[^Gives him a packet,

0th. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.

\_Opens the packet, and reads,

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovioo^
lago. 1 am very glad to see you, signior;

Welcome to Cyprus.
Lod. I thank you : How does lieutenant Cassio?
lago. Lives, sir.

ZJes. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my lord

An uckind breach : but you shall make all well.
0th. Are you sure of that?
Dts. My lord?
0th. This fail i/ou not to do, as you tvili~

[Reads.
Lod. He did not call ; he's busy in the paper.

Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio?
Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much

To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio.

0th, Fire and brimstone !

L>es. My lord ?

O/h. Are you wise f

Des. What, is he angry ?

Lod. 'May be, Uie lettei- mov'd him j
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For, as I think, tliey do command him home,
Deputin;^ Cassio in his government.
Des. By my troth, I am glad on't.
,0th. Indeed?

:Sff r , ,
^'^y lord ?

t/tn. 1 am glad to see you mad.

^ .
Hovv, sweet Othello?m. Devil! iSCrikhig her,

^es, I have not deserv'd this.
Lod. My lord, this would not he believ'din Venice,

Though I should swear f saw it : 'Tis very much

;

Make her amends, she weeps.

j.^l^- O devil, devil!
It that the earth could teem with woman's tears.
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile :—
Out of my sight I

^^s- I will not stay to offend you.

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady :— ^
^"

I do beseech your lordship, call her back.
Och. Mistress,
Oes. My lord ?

0(h* What would you with her, sir?
Lod. Who, T, my lord ?

Oik. Ay; you did wish, that I would make her
turn

:

Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on.
And turn again

; and she can weep, sir, weep;
And she's obedient, as you say,—obedient,

—

Very obedient Proceed you in your tears.

—

•

Concerning this, sir,—O well-painted passion!—.
I am commanded home ;—Get you away;
I'll send for you anon,— Sir, [ obey the mandate.
And will return to Venice Hence, avaunt!—
_ . , ,

[Ex-it Desdemnna.
Lassio shall have my place. And,— sir, to-ni"ht,
I do entreat that we may Kup together.

°

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and
monkeys ! lEa.U.
Is this the noble Moor, -whom our full

senate
^^[1—all- i"- all sufficient? This the noble nature.Whom passion could not shake whose solid viitue
ihe shot of accident, nor dart of chance,
Could neither graze, nor pierce ?

^I'S'j- He is much chang'd.
Lod. Are his wits safe ? is ha not light of brain ?

198
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lagQ. He 13 that he is
i

I may not Ijveathe my
censure.

"What he might be,—if, what he might, he is not,—

I would to heaven, he were.
., , . .

What, striKe hia wife!!

lag'o. 'Faith, that was not so well ; Yet 'woulrf

I knew,
That stroke would prove the worst.

.

Is it his use?

Or did the letters work upon his blood.

And new-creaie this fault?

Jago. Alas, alas!

It is not honesty in me, to speak

"What I have seen and known. You shall obsem

him

;

And his own courses will denote him so.

That I may save my speech: Do hut go after.

And mark how he continues.

Lod. 1 am soiry, that I am deceiv'd in him.

SCENE II.

A room in the castle.

Enter OTHELLO and EMILIA.

Oth. You have seen- nothing then?

Kmil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect.

Oth, Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together.

EmiL But then I saw no harm ; and then I heaH

Each syl]al)le, that breath made up between them-

Oth. What, did they never whisper?

Emil, Never, my lori

Oth, Nor send you out o'the way?
Emil. Never.

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, noi

nothing ?

Emil. Never, my lord.

Oth. That's strange.

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager f^he is honest,

Lay down my sou! at stake : if you think other,

Remove your thought; it doth abuse your bosom.

If any wretch hatJi put this in your head.

Let heaven requite it with tlu; serpent's curse .

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and tme.

There's no man happy ; the purest of theii- drives

I> £oul as slauder.
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0th. .Bid her come hither:—go.

—

{Es'it Emilia.
She says enongh ;—yet she's a simple bawd.
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore,
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets :

And yet she'll kneel, and pray ; I have seen her do't.

Re-enter EMILIA, nnth DESDEMONA.
Des. My lord, what is your will?
Otk. Pray, chuck, come hither.
Des. What is your pleasure ?

Oth. Let me see your eyes;
Look in my face.

Des. What hon-ihle fancy's this ?

0th, Some of your. function, mistress;

[7b Emilia^
Leave procreants alone, and shut ihe door ;

Cough, or cry—hem, if any body'come :

Your mystery, your mystery ;—nay, despatch.
[E.vit Emilia.

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech
import ?

I understand a fury in your words.
But not the words.

Otk. Why, what art thou?
i^ss. Your wife, my lord

; your true
And loyal wife.

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself;
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-

damu'd.
Swear—thou art honest.
Des. Heaven doth truly know if.

Oth Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as
hell.

Des. To whom, my lord ? With whom ? How am
I falye

Otk. O Deademona !—away \ away ! away !

Des. Alas, the heavy day!—Why do you weep?
Am 1 the occasion of these tears, my lord?
If, haply, you my father do suspect.
An instrument of this your calling back,
Lay not your lilame on me ; if you have lost him.
Why, I have lost him too.

Oth. Had it pleas'd heavea
To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd
All kiuds of sores, and shames, ou my bare head;
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Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips
;

Given lo captivity me and my utmost liopes
;

I sihould have found in some part of my soul

A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn

To point his slow unmoving finger at,—

O ! O !

Yet could I hear that too ;
i\-ell, very well

:

But there, where 1 have garner'd up my heart;

Where either I must live, or hear no lite
;

The Jountain, from the which my current runs.

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence '.

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads

To knot and gender in !—turn thy complexion there!

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubin;

Ay, there, look grim as hell

!

Des. I hope, my noble lord esteems me honest.

0th. O, ay j as summer flies are in the shamhlea,

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed,

Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet,

That the sense aches at thee.—'Would, thou hadsl

ne'er been born

!

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed!

0th. Was this fair paper, this most goodly hooV,

Made to write whore upon ? What committed!

Committed!—O thou publick commoner!
1 should make very forges of my cheeks.

That would to cinderR burn up modesty.

Did I but speak tliy deeds-—What committed!

Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winVs;

The bawdy wind, that kisf-es all it meets.

Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth,

And will not hear it : What committed !

—

Impudent strumpet !

JJes. By he.iven, you do me wrong.

Oth. Are not you a strumpet?

Des. No, as I am a Chiistiaii;

If to preserve this vessel for my lord

From any other foul unlawful touch,

Be—not to be a strumpet, [ am none.

Oth. What, not a whore ?

Des. No, as I shall be sar'tl.

Oth. Ifl it possible ?

Des. O, heaven forgive us !

Olh. I cry you mercy, then;

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice,

That married with. Othello.—You, mistress.
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Re-tnter EMILIA.

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter,
And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, yoTi

!

We have done our course; there's money for your
pains

;

1 pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel.
\Kx-it.

Enal. Alas, what does this gentleman conceire?—

.

How do you, madam ? how do you, ray mod lady ?
DeR. 'Faith, half asleep.
Emil. Good madam, what's the matter with mr

lord ?
'

Des. With who ?

Why, with my lord, madam.
Des. Who is thy lord ?

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady.
•Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia

;

I cannot weep ; nor answer have 1 none.
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night
Lay oil my bed my wedding sheets,—remember ;—.
And call thy husband hither.
Emil. Here is a change, indeed!

\Kxit.
Des. 'Tis meet I should be us'd so, very meet.

How have I been hehavM, that he might slick
The small'at opinion on my great'st abuse ?

Re-enter EMILIA, with lAGO.
Tiigo. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is

it with you ?

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young
babes.

Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks :

He might have chid me so ; foTj in good faith,
I am a child to chiding.
^fgo- What's the matter, lady?
Eiiiii. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bevvhor'd her.

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her.
As true hearts caimot bear.

Des. Am I that name, latio?
ingo. What name, fair lady?
Des. Such as, she says, ray lord did say I was.
Emil. He call'd her, whore; a beggar, in hia

drink,

Conld not have laid such terms upon his callet.
lago. Why did he so?
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Des. I do not know; I am sure, I am none such.

lago. Do Bot weep, do not weep; Aias, theday!

Emil. Has slie forsook so many noble matches.

Her father, and her country, and her friends,

To be call'd—whore ? would it not make one weep T

Des. It is my wretched fortune.

jggo. Beshrew him for it!

How comes this trick upon him l

Nay, heaven doth know.

Eviil. I will be hang'd, if some eternal rillain.

Some busy and insinuating rogtie,

Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office.

Have not devis'd this slander; I'll be han^'d else.

lago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is impossible.

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him
!^

Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw his

bones

!

Why should he call her, whore? who keeps her

company?
AVhat place? what time ? what fnrm? what bkeh-

hood ?

The Moor's abus'd by some most villamous knave.

Some hase notorious knave, some scorvy fellow :
—

, O, heaven, that such companions thou'dst unfold;

And put in evei-y honest hand a whip.

To lash the rascal naked through the world.

Even from the east to the west!

/ago. Speak within door.

Emil. O, fie upon him ! some such squire he was,

That turn'd your wit the seamy^ side without.

And made you to suspect me with the Moor.

Itiso. You are a fool
;
go to.

Des. O goo^ lago,

"What shall I do to win my lord again ?

Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaveo,

I know not how I lost liim. Here I kneel:

—

If e'er my will did trespass '^i*inst his love.

Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed
;

Or that miuM eyes, mine ears, or any sense.

Delighted them in any other form;

Or that I du not yet, and ever did.

And ever will,—though he do shake me off

To beggarly divorcement,—love him deftrly.

Comfort forswear me ! CJnkindness tnay do much;

And his unkindness may defeat my life.

But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore;

It does abhor me, now I speak the word

;
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To do the act, that might the addition earn,

Not the world's mass of vanity could make me.
lago. I pvay you, be content ; 'tis but his humoui"

:

The business of the state does him offence,

And he doea chide with you.
Des, If 'twere no other,

—

lago. It is but so, I warrant you. I'J'rampeis.

Havic, how these instruments summon to supper!
And the great messengers of Venice stay:
Go in, and weep not; all things shall be well.

l^Eseunt Desdemona and Emilia.

Enter RODERIGO.
How now, Roderigo ?

Rod. I do notfind, that thou deal*stjustly with me.
Xrigo. What in the contrary?
Rod. Every day thou doff'st me with some de-

vice, lapo ; and rather {as it seems to me now,)
keep'at from me all conveniency, than suppliestme
with the least advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no
longer endure it : Nor am I yet persuaded, to put
up in peace what already I have foolishly sulFered.
Idgo, Will you hear me, Roderigo?
Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much ; for your

words, and performances, are no kin together.
lago. You charge me most unjustly.

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted
myself out of my means. The jewels you have
had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half
have corrupted a votarist, : You have told me—she
has received them, and returned me expectations

and comforts of sudden respect and acquittance

;

but I find none.
lueo. Well

;
go to

;
very well.

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man

;

nor *tis not very well : By this hand, I say. it is

very scurvy ; and begin to find myself fobb'd in it.

Ingo. Very well.
Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make

myself known to Desdemona: If she will return me
my jewels, 1 will give over my suit, and repent my
unlawful solicitation ; if not, assure yourself, 1 will

seek satisfaction of you.
Ingo. You have said now.
Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I

protest intendment of doing.
" lago. Why now I see there's mettle in thee;
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and even, from this instant, do build on tliee a
better opinion than ever before. Give me thy hand,
Roderigo : Thou hast taken against me a most just
exception; but yet, I protest, I have dealt most
directly in thy affair.

Rod. It haih not appear'd.
lugo. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared

; and
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment.
But, Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed,
which I have greater reason to believe now than
ever,— I mean, purpose, courage, and valour,—this

jiight show it: if thou the next night following
enjoyeat not Desdemona, take me from this world
with treachery, and devise engines for my life.

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason, and
compass?

Ingo. Sir, there is especial commission come/rom
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place.

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and Des-
demona return again to Venice.

Ifigo, O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and takes

away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his

abode be linger'd here by some accident; wherein
none can be so determinate, as the removing of

Cassio.
Rod. How do you mean—removing of him?
logo. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's

place ; knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me do?
lago. Ay; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a

right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither

will I go to him ;—he knows not yet of his honour-
able fortune: if you will watch his going thence,
(which I will fashion to fall out between twelve
and one,) you may take him at yonv pleasure; I

will be near to second your attempt, and he shall
fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it,

but go along with me; 1 will show you such a

necessity in his death, that you shall think your-
self bound to put it on him. It is now high sup-
per-time, and the night grows to waste: about it.

Rod I will hear further reason for this.

logo. And you shall be satisfied. {^Exmni.
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SCENE III.

Another room in the castle.

Enter OTHELLO, LODOVICO, DESDE-
MONA, EMILIA, and Attendants.

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no
further.

Otli. O, pardon me; 'twill do me good to wait.
Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your

ladyship,
Des. Your honour is most welcome.
0th. Will you walk, sir ?—

O,— Desdemona,
Des. My lord ?

0th. Get you to bed on the instant; I will be
Tfltuvned forthwith ; dismiss your attendant there

;
look, it be done.

Des. I will, my lord.

\_Ea'eunt Othello, Lodovico, and Attendants.
Emil. How goes it now? he looks gentler than

he did.
Des. He says, he will return incontinent

;

He hath commanded me to go to bed.
And bade me to dismiss you.
Emil. Dismiss me !

pes. It was his bidding
;
therefore, good Emilia,

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu

:

We must not aow displease him.
Emil, I would, you had never seen him

!

Des. So would not I; my love doth so approve him.
That even his stubbornnessjhis checks,and frowns,—
Pr'ythee, unpin me,—have grace and favour in

them.
Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on

the bed.
Des. All's one :—Good father ! how foolish are

our minds !

—

If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.
Emil. Come, come, you talk.
Des. My mother had a maid, call'd— Barbara

;

She was in love ; and he, she lov'd, prov*d mad.
And did forsake her ; she had a song of—willow^
An old thing 'twas, but it expressM her fortune.
And she died singing it : That song, to-night,
Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do.
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But to go bang my head aU at one side.

And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ylhee, despatch.

EtniL Shall I go fetch your night-gown?

D^^s. No, unpiu meliere.—

This Lodovico is a proper man.
Emil. A very handsome man.
jDgs, And he speaks well.

Emil. I know a lady in Venice, who would have

walked barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his

nether lip.

I.

lies. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore

tree, ^Singing.

Sing all a green willow

;

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee.

Sing willow, willow, willow :

The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd her

moans
;

Sing willow, &c.

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd the stones;

Lay by these :

Sing willow, willow, willow
;

Pr'ythee, hie tliee ; he'll come anon,

—

Sing all a green willow must be my garl&nd.

II.

Let nobody blame him, his scorn I approve,—

Kay, that's not next.— Hark! who is it that knocks?

Emil, It is the wind.

Des. I caU'd my love, false love ; but what said

he then ?

Sing willow, &c-

If T cOLii t mo women, you'll coueh with mo men.

So, get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes do itch;

Doth that bode weeping ?

Ejiiil. Tis neither here nor thera.

Ves. t have heard it said so.—O, these men,

tliesK men !

—

Dost thou in conscience think,— tell me, Emilia,—

That there be women do abuse their husbands
In such gross kind ?

Btnil. There be some such, no question.

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the

world ?
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Emil. Why, would not you ?

Des. No, by this heavenly liglit

!

Kmil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light

;

I might do't as well^i'the dark.
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the

world ;

Entil. The world is a huge thing : 'Tis a great
priee

For a small vice.

Des. Good troth, I think thou wouldst not.
EfTiU. By my troth, I think I should; and undo't,

when T had done. Marry, I' would not do such a
thing for a joint-ring; nor for measures of lawn;
nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty
exhibition: but, for the whole world,— Why, who
would not make her husband a cuckold, to make
him a monarch? I should venture purf(atory for't.

De^. Beshrevr me, if 1 would do such a wrong
for the whole world.
Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'the

world ; and, having the world for yoor labour, 'tis

a wrong in your own world, and you might quickly
make it right.

Des. \ do not think, there is any such^woman.
Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many

To the vantage, as would store the world they
play'd for.

But, I do think, it is their husbands' faults.

If wives do fall ; Say, that they slack their duties.

And pour our treasures into foreign laps
;

Or else break out in peevish jeslouaies.

Throwing restraint upon us
;

or, say, they strike us.

Or scant our former having in despite;

Why, we have galls; and, though we have some
grace,

Y"et have we some revenge. Let husbands know.
Their wives have sense like them ; they see, and

smell.
And have their palates both for sweet and sour.

As husbands have. What is it that they do.

When they change us for others? Is it sport?
1 think, it is ; And doth affection breed it?

I think, it doth ; Is't frailty, that thus errs?
It is BO too : And have not we affections?

Desires for sport? and frailly, as men have ?

Then, let them use us well : else, let them know,
Th^ ills we do, their ills instruct us to.
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Des. Good night, good night : Heaven me gucK

usaf^e send,

Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend

!

ACT V. SCENE 1.

A street.

Enter lAGO find RODERIGO.
. lago. Here, stand behind this bulk

;
straight will

he come

:

Weav thy good rapier bare, and put it home;
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow:

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that.

And fix most firm thy resolution.

Jiod. Be near at hand; I may miscarry in't.

lago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy

sword. \^/ietires to (t Utile aistance.

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed

;

And yet he has given me satisfying reasons :
—

Tis but a man gone :—fortli, my sword ; he dies.

[(9oes to his stand,

lago. I have rubb*d this young quat almost to

the sense,

And he ^rows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio,

Or Cassia him, or each do kill the other.

Every way makes my gain: Live Koderigo,
He calls me to a restitution large

Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from hira.

As gifts to Desidemona ;

It must not be : if Cassio do remain.
He hath a daily beauty in hia life.

That makes me uely ; and, besides, the Moor
May unfold me to him; there stand T in much peril;

No, he must die;— But so, I hear him coming.

Enter CASSIO.
Jiod. I know his gait, 'tis he ;—A'"illain, thou diesl.

\_Ruskes from his post, and makes a pass at

C'tisxio.

Cos. That thrust bad been mine enemy indeed,

But that my coat is better than thou think'st

;

I will make proof of thine,

[Draws and mounds RodeHgo,
Rod. O, I am slain!

[_!ago ruthes from his post, cuts Cassio behind

in the leg, and exit.
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Cas. I am maim'd for ever -.—Help, ho ! muvder '

Enter OTHELLO, at a distance.

0th. The voice of Cassio lago keeps his word.
Jioa. O, villain that I am !

r , , ,
Hark! 'tis even so.

Ca5, u, help! ho! light! a surgeon!
Of//. 'Tis he;—O brave lago, honewt, and i»st.

That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong'
Thou teachest me.—Minion, your dear lies dead.
And your fate hies apace: Strumpet, I come:
Forth of mv heart those charms, thine eyes, are

blotted ;
^

Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be
spottt^d. [^j-iV otkello.

Enter I^OHOYICO andGrUmk^O, ata distance.

Cas. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage ? murder !

murder

!

Gra. Tis some mischance ; the cry is very direful.
Cns. O, help

!

Lod. Hark

!

^""f- O wretched villain !

Two or three groans ;—it is a heavy night

:

I hese may be counterfeits ; let's ihink't unsafe
To come in to the cry, without more help.
Rod. No body come? then shall 1 bleed to death.

Enter lAGO, with a light.

Ltd. Hark!
Ora. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light

and weapons,
/ago. Who's theie? whose noise is this, that

cries on murder ?

Lod. We do not know.
Logo. Did you not hear a cry ?
Cm.?. Here, here; for heaven's sake, help me.
^000.

_
What's the matter?-"S"' vvnat s tne mattei

Ora. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it.

Zod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow.
I"go. What are you here, that cry so grievoi

'

Cas. Tatfo? O, I am apoil'd, undone by villi
jive me some help,
lago. O me, lieutenant! what villains have

this ?

Cat. I think, that ooe of them is hereabout
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And cannot make away.
,

lago. O treacTierons villains !—

What are you there? come in, and give some help.

\To Lodovico and Graiiano.

Rod. O, help me here !

Cos. That's one of them.
.

,

Jago. O murderous slave! O villain!

'\_lugo sid'is Rodirigo,

Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog !—

O ! O! O !

lago. Kill nien I'the dark!—Where be these

bloody thieves ?

—

How silent is this town !—Ho ! murder ! murder!

What may you be? are yon of good, or eviU

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us.

lago. Signior Lodovicol

Lod. He, sir.
,

lugo. I cry you mercy ; here s Cassio hurt

By villains.

Gra. Cagsio I

Jago. How is it, brother?

Cns. My leg is cut in two-

ingo. Marry, heaven forbid !-

Light, gendemen ; I'll bind it with my shirt.

Enter BIANCA.
Bian. What is the matter, ho ? whois't that cry'df

lago. Who is't that cry'd?

Bian. O my dear Cassio '. my sweet Cassio !

O Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio !

lago. O notable strumpet !— Cassio, may you

suspect

Who they should be, that have thus mangled you!

Cos. No.
Gra. I am sorry to find you thus: I have been

to seek you.

lago. Lend me a garter : Sc.—O, for a chair,

To bear him easily henee !

Bian. Alas, he faints :—0, Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio!

Ingo. Gentleman all, I do susptct this trash

To be a party in this injury,

—

Patience a while, good Cassio — Come, come;

Lend me ai light.— Know we this fiice, or no?

Alas! my friend, and my dear coimfyman,
Roderigo? no;— Yes, sure O heaven! RoderigO.

Gra. What, of Venice ?

lago. Evan he, air; did you know him?
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^. „ Know him? ay.
Ingo. SigmoT Gratiano? I ciy you genUe pardon;

i hese bloody accidents must excuse my manners,
I^hat so neglected you.

I am glad to see you.
Ingo. How do you, Cassio ?-^0, a chair, a chair

'

- Gra. Roderigo !

/ago. He, he, 'tis he O, that's well said;—
the chair— c/ia!r drought in.

Some good man bear him carefully from hence
;

I'll fetch the general's surgeon.—For you, mistress,

t, , , . C^'' Bianca.
have you your labour.—He that lies slain here,

Cassio,
Was my dear friend : What malice was between you?

Las. None in the world ; nor do I know the man.
Jago. [7'o Biancn.] What, look you pale ?—O,

bear him out o'the air.

—

[Cassio and Rod. are borne off".
Stay you, good gentlemen:—Look you pale, mis-

tress?
J r >

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ?—
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon :—
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her :

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will speak,
ihougli tongues were out of use.

Enter EMILIA.
Emil. 'Las, what's the matter; what's the mat-

ter, husband ?

logo. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark,
^y Koddrigo, and fellows that are 'scap'd :

He s almost slain, and Roderigo dead.
Emil. Alas, good gentleman! alas, good Cassio !

Jago. This is the fruit of whoring.— Pr'ythee,
Emilia,

Go know of Cassio where he aupp'd to-night:—
What, do you shake at that?
Bian. He supp'd at my house; but I therefore

shake not.
Ingo. O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me.
Eviil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet

!

Bian. T am no strumpet; but of life as honest.
As you that thus abuse me.

f"'f^- As I ? fob ! fie upon thee !

logo. Kind gentlemeu, let's go see poor Cassio
dresa'd
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Come, mistress, you must tell 's another tale.—

Emilia, run you to the citadel.

And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd.—

Will you go on, I pray ?—This is the naght,

\_Aside.

That either makes me, or fordoes me quite.

[Exeunt >

SCENE IL

^ bedcUmber: DESDEMONA. in bed asleep. A
light burning.

Enter OTHELLO.
0th, It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,—

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars '.—

It is the cause.—Yet I'll not shed her blood;

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow.

And smooth as monumental alaliaster.

[7flA-e.T 0^ his sword.

Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men.

Put out the light, and then put out the light:

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,

I can again thy former light restore.

Should 1 repent me :—but once put out thine,

Thou cuhnintjst pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heat.

That can thy light relume. When 1 have pluck'd

thy ruse,

I cannot give it vital growth again.

It needs must wither:— I'll smell it on the tree

—

[K'Ssing her.

O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade

Justice to break her sword — One more, OJie more.—

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee.

And love thee after:—One more, and this the last;

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep.
But they are cruel tears: This sorrow's heavenly;

It strikes, where it doth love.—She wakes

—

Des. Who's there? Othello?

Oih. Ay, Desdemona.
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ?

Olh. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemor.a ?

Jjes, Ay, my lord.

0th. If you bethink yourself of any crime,

Unreconeil'd as yet to heaven and grace,

Solicit for it straight.

JJes, Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that!
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0th. Well, do it, and he brief ; I will walk by

:

would not kill thy unprepared spirit

;

ro,— Heaven forefend !— I would not kill thy soul.
Bes. Talk you of killing?

Bes. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me.
Otk. Humph!
Bes, And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then.

When your eyes roll so: Why I should fear, I
know not.

Since guiltiness I know not; but yet, I feel, I fear.
0th. Think on thy sins.

Des. TJiey are loves I bear to you.
Olh. Ay, and for that thou diest.

Bes,That death's unnatural,that kills for loving,—
Alas, why gnaw you so your nerher lip T

Some bloody passion shakes your very frar.Be

:

These are portents ; but yet, I hope, I hope.
They do not poiut on me.

OiA. Peace, and be still!

Bes. I will so : What's the matter ?

Otk. That handkerchief, which I so Ipv'd, and
gave thee.

Thou gav'st to Cassio.
Bes. No, by my life and soul

;

Send for the man, and ask him.
Ot/i. Sweet soul, take heed,

Taka heed of perjury; thou*rt on thy death-bed.
Bes. Ay, but no* yet to die.

0th. Yes, presently :

Therefore confess thee 'freely of thy aiu ;

For to deny each article with oath,
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception.
That I do groan withal. 'I'hou art to die.

Bes. Then, Lord have mercy on me I

Otk. I say, amen.
Bes. And have you mercy too I—I never did

OlTend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio,

But with such general warranty of heaven
As I might love : I never gave himitoken.

Ot/i. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his band.
O perjur'd woman ! thou dost stone my heart.

And mak'st me call, what 1 intend to do,—
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice:

Otk.
Bes.

Have mercy on me !

Ay, I do.

Then, heaven

Amen, with all my heart

!

199
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I saw the handkerchief.
Des. He found it then

;

I never gave it him :—Send for him hither,

And let him confess a truth.

Oili. He hath confess'd.

Ues. What, my lord ?

Olh. That he hath—us'd thee.

Des. How ? unlawfully ?

Otb. Ay.
Des. He'll not say so.

Och. No, his mouth is stopp'd;

Honest I^igo hath ta'en ordev fov't.

Z>es. My fear interprets then,—What,"is he dead?

Oih. Had all his hairs been lives, my great re-

venge
Had stomach for them all.

Des. Alas! he is betray'd, and I undone.
Olfi. Out, strumpet! Weep'st thou for him to

^ m^ face ?

,
banish me, my lord, but Will me net.

Och. Down, strumpet!
Des. Kill rae to-morrow, let me live to-night.

Olh. Nay, if you strive,

—

—
Des. But half an hour.

0th. Being done,

There is no pause,
Des. But while I say one prayer,

Olh. It is too late. [//e smothers her.

Emil. [H'ithxu.l My lord, my lord! what ho!

my lord ! my lord !

0th. What noise is this?—Not dead: not yfl

quite dead ?

I, that am cruel, am yet merciful
;

I would not have thee linger in thy pain.—
So, so.

Eviil. \_fVithin.'] What ho! my lord, my lord!

0th. Who's there'

Emil. [^M^ithin.'] O, good my lord, I would spei^

3 word with you.

0th. Yes;— 'tis Emilia :—by and by.— She's

dead.
^Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio'a death

;

The noise was high.—Ha! no more moving?
Still as the grave. Shall she come in? Were'i'

good ? '

I think, she stirs again :—No.—What's the best"

If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife :.—
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My wife ! my wife ! ivhat wife ?—I have no wife
O, msupportaWtf ! O heavy hour!
Methiuks, it should be now a ho^e eclipse
Of sun and monn ; and that the affrighted globe
Should yawn at alteration.
£ntil. {mthin.'\ I do bBseech you I may speak

with you,
0, good my lord

!

Oik. 1 had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia:—
^'"^ Let me the curtains draw

Where art thou ? What's the matter with thee
^Unlocks the door.

Enter EMILIA.
Emil. O, £?ood my lord, yonder's foul murder done.
Otk. What? now?
Emil.

_
But now, my lord!

Otk. It is the very error of the moon;
She comes more near the earth thau slie was wont.
And makes men mad.

ICmil. Caasio, my lord, has kiU'da younu Venetiaft.
CaU'd—Koderigo.

0th. Roderigo kill'd !

And Cassi6 kill'd

!

Emil. Jio^ Cassio is not kill'd,
Otk. Not Cassio kill'd ? Then murder's out of

tune,
And sweet revenge grows harsh.

Des.^ O, falsely, falsely murder'd!
Emil. Alas! what cry is that?
0th. That! what?
Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice :—

Help ! help, ho! help!—O lady, speak again !

Sweet Desdemona! O, sweet mistress, speak!
Dcs. A guiltless death 1 die.

O, who hath done
This deed ?

^es. Nobody; I myself; farewell:
Commend me to my kind lord

;
O, farewell.

IDies.
Otk. Why, how should she be murder'd ?

Emil. Alas, who knows T

0(h. You heard her say herself, it was not I.

Emil. She said so ; I must needs report the trutk.
Otk. She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell

;

*Twas I that kill'd her.

Emil. O, the more angel she.
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And you the blacVer devil! '

0th. She furii'd to folly, and she was a whore.
Emii. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil.

0th. She was false as water.
' Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say

That she waa false; O, she was heavenly true!

0th. Cassio did tup her; ask thy husband else.

O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell.

But that I did proceed upon- just grounds

To this extremity : Thy husband knew it all.

Emil. My husband ?

0th. Thy husband.
EntU. That she was false to wedlock ?

0th. Ay, with Cassio.

Nay, had she been true.

If heaven would make me such another world
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

I'd not have sold her for it.

Emil. My husband ?

Gt.h. Ay, 'twas he that told me-first;

An honest man he is, and hates the slime

That sticks on filthy deeds.

Etnil. My husband?
0th. What needs this iterance, woman ? I say,

thy husband.
Emil. O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with

love !

—

My husband say, that she was false ?

0th. He, woman;
I say, thy husband; Dost understand the word?
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago.

Emil. If be say so, may his pernicious soul

Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart

;

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.

0th. Ha!
Ktnil. Do thy worst

:

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaTen,
Than thou wast worthy her.

Oik. Peace, yoa were best.

Eviil. Thou hast not half the power to do me

harm,
As I have to be hurt. O pull ! O dolt!

As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,

—

I care not for thy sword; I'll make thee known,
Though [ lust twenty lives :— Help ! help, ho!

help

!

The Moor has kill'd my mistress j Murder ! murderl
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Snter MONTANO, GRATIANO, end lAGO.
Jifon. What is the matter?—How now, general?
Emil. O, are you come, Ia.go ? you have done well.

That men must lay their murdevs on your neck.
Gra. What is the matter?
Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man:

He says, thou lold'st him that his wife was false;
I know, thuu didst iio(, thou'rt not such a villaiu;
Speak, for my heart is full.

/ago. I told him what t thought; and told no
more

Than what he found himself was apt and true.
Emil. But did you ever tell him, she was false?
lago. \ did,

Emil. You toJd a lie ; an odious, damned lie
;

Upon my soul, a lie; a wicked lie :

—

She false with Cassio \—Did you say, with Cassio ?
lago. With Cassioj mistress ; Go to, charm your

tongue.
Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound

to speak:
My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed.

j4ll. O heavens forefend I

El/til. And your reports have set the miirder on.
Glfi. Nay, stare not, masters; it is true, indeed.
Gra. 'Tis a strange truth.
Mon. O monstrous act !

Einil. Villainy, villainy, villainy !

—

I think upon't,—! think,— I smeli't ;—O villainy \

I thought so then ;—I'll kill myself for grief.

—

0 villainy, villainy !

Jago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get
you home.

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to
speak ;

'Tis proper I obey him, but not now :
—

Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home.
0th. O ! O ; O ! O ! [Hanging over his wife.

Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar;
For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent.
That e'er did lift up eye.

0th. O, she was foul!— [Rising.
1 scarce did know you, uncle : There lies your niece

,

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly
stopp'd :

I know, ttis act shows horrible and %xxv^
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Gra. Pool- Desdemona! I am glad tliy father's
dead

;

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now.
This sight would make him do a desperate turn,
"Vea, curse his benev angel from his side.
And fall to reprobation.

0th. 'Tis pitiful : but yet lago knows.
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame
A thousand times commilted ; Cassio confess'd itl
And she did gratify his amorous works
With that recognizance and pledge of love,
Which I first gave her; I saw it in his hand;
It was a handkerchief, an antique token
My father fjave my mother.
Emil, O heaven! O heavenly powers !

I<'go. Come, hold your peace.
Emil. 'Twill out, 'twill out :—I hold my peace,

sir? no;
No, I will speak as liberal as the air

;

Let heaven, und men, and devils, let them all.

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I'll speak.
I"go. Be wise, and get you home.
Emil. I will not.

\_higo offers to stab, his wifi.
Gra. Fie!

Youv sword upon a woman ?

£mU. O thou dull Moor', that handkerchief thou
speak'st of,

T found by fortune, and did give my husband;
For often, with a solemn earnestness,
(More than, indeed, belong'd to such a trifle,)

He begg'd of me to steal it.

^"ffo. Villainous wliore

!

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas ; i found it»

And I did givc't my hubband.
ifigo. Filth, ihou liest.

Eittil. By heaven, t do not ; I do not, gentlemea:
O murd'rous coxcomb ! what sliould such a fool
Do with so good a wife 7

\_Iogo stnfjs Eynilia, then runs out,

0th. Are there no stones in heaven,
But what serve for the thunder 1—Precious villain I

Gru, The woman falls
;

sure, he has kilPd hi!

wife.

Emil, Ay, ay; O, lay me by my mistress' sidsl
Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd.
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Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take yoU £his
weapon.

Which I have here reeover'd from the Moor:
Come, guard the door without; let him not pass.
But kill him rather: I'll after that same villain.

For 'tis a damned slave.

{E:i'eunt Montana and Gratiano.
0th. I am not valiant neither.

Bat every puny whipster gets my sword ;—
But why should honour outlive honesty ?

Let it go all.

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady 7

Hark, canst thou hear me! 1 will play the swan.
And die in musick ;

—

ffillow, willow, willow.—
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor

;

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true;

So sjjeaking as I think, I die,—I die. {^Dies,,

Otk. I have another weapon in this chamber.
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper;

—

O, here ii'ta . —Uncle, I must come forth.

(rra. \^f{^ithin.'\ If thou attempt it, it will cost
thee dear;

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

Of.h. Look in upon me then, and speak with me.
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee.

Re-enter GRATIANO.
Gra. What is the matter?
Otii. Behold t I have a weapoft ;

A better never did itself sustain
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day,
That, with this little arm, and this good, sword,
I have made my way through more impediments,
Than twenty times your stop :—But, O vain boast!
Who can control his fate ? 'tis not so naw.

—

Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd

;

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt.

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.

Do you go back dismay'd? 'tis a lost fear ;

Man hut a rush against Othello's breast,

And he retires :—-Where should Othello go?—
Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd wench

!

Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at compt.
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven.
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girlt

Even like thy chastity.

—

O cursedj cursed slave!—Whip me, ye dtvils.
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From tTie possession of this heavenly sight

!

Blow me abont in iviiidb ! roast me in sulphur

!

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire!
O Desdemona! Desdemona ! dead?
Dead? O ! O ! O !

Enter LODOVICO, MONTANO, CASSIO, rar-
ried in a chair, and Officers ivith lAGO, prisoner.

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate
man ?

0th. That's he, that was Othello; here I am.
iorf. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth.
Cth. I look down towards his feet;—but that's a

fable

:

If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[Othello wounds logo,
JLod. Wrench his sword from him.
^a^o. 1 bleed, sir ; but not kill'd.
Olfi. I am not sorry neither

i J'd have thee live;
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die.
Lod. O thou Othello, that wast once so good,

Fall'n in the practice of a cursed slave.
What shall be said to thee?

Olh. Why, any thing:
An lionouvable murderer, if you will

;

For nought J did in hate, but all in honour.
Lod. This wretch hath part confessM his villainy:

Did you and he consent in Cassio's death 1

0th. Ay.
Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause.
Olh. I do believe it, and I ayk your pardoJi.

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil.
Why he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body?

Jiigo. Demand me nothing : What you knoiP,
you know :

From this time forth I never will speak word.
Lod. What i not to pray I

Gru. Torments will ope your lipj.

0th. Well, thou dost best.

Lod Sir, you shall understand what hath befall'ii,

Which, as I think, you know not : Here is a letter,

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo
;

And here, another ; the one of them imports
The death of Cassio to be undertook
By Roderigo.

0th. O villain '

Cm. Most heathenish, and rooit gross i
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Lod. Now here's another discontented paper.

Found ill his pocket too; and ihis, it seems,
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain

;

But that, belike, lago in the interim
Came in and satisfied him.

Olh. O the pernicious caitiff!—

•

How came you, Cassioj hy that handkerchief
That was my wife's ?

Cos. I found it in my chamber :

And he himself confess'd, but even now.
That there he dropp'd it, for a special purpose,
Which wrought to his desire.

0th. O fool ! fool! fool!

Ciis, There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter,

—

How he upbraids lago, that he made him
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came.
That 1 was cast : And even but now he spake.
After long seeming dead,—lago hurt him,
lago set him on.

Lod. You mtist forsake this room, and go with us

;

Your power and your command is taken off,

And Cassio rules in Cyprus, For this slave,

—

5f there be any cunning cruelty.

That can torment him much, and hold him long.

It shall be his : You shall close prisoner rest.

Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state :— Come, bring away.

0th. Soft you; a word or two, before you go.

I have done the state some service, and they
know it

;

No more of that :—T pray you, in yotir letters.

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I am
;
nothing extenuate,

Nor set down aught in malice: thea must you
speak

Of one, that lov'd not wisely, hut too well

;

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought,
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whose hand.
Like the base Jlidean, threw a pearl away.
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subduM

eyes,
Albeit unused to the melting mood,
J)rop tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their medicinal gum ; Set you down this ;

And say, besides,—that in Aleppo once,
;

Where a malignant and a turbauM Turk
Beat a Veaetian, and traduc'd the state^
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I took by the throat the circumcised dog,
And .smote him—thus. [Scads himself.

Lad. O bloody period !

Gra. All, that's spoke, is marr'd.
Otk. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill*d thee;—No way

but this, {Falling upon Desdemonn.
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. {Dies.

Cos. This did I fear, but thought he had no
weapon

;

For he was great of heart.
^od. O Spartan dog.

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea!
Look on the tra{(ick loading of this bed; {To lago.
This is thy work : the ol)iect poisons sight
Let it be hid.— Gratiaiio,' keep ilie housf.
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,
For they succeed to you.—To you, lord governor.
Remains tlie censure of this hellish villain;
The time, the place, the torture,—O enforce it

!

Myself will straight aboard
; and, to the state.

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. ^Exeunt,



GLOSSARY.

ABA.TE, to depress, sink, subdue.
ABC-book, a catechism.
Abjects, servile persons.
Able, to qualify or uphold.
Almrtive, issuing before its time.

Absolute, highly accomplished, perfect.

Abused, deceived.
Aby, to pay dear for.

Abysm, ahyss.
Accuse, accusation.
Achievfl, to obtain.
Acquittance, requital.

Action, direction by mute Signs, charge or accusation.

Aciion-takint;, litigious.

Additions, titles or descriptions.
Address, to make ready.
Addressed, or addrest, ready.
Advance, to prefer, to raise to honour.
Adversity, contrariety.
Advertisement, admonition.
Advertising, attenlive,

Advice, consideration, discretion, thrught.
Advise, to consider, recollect.

Advised, not precipitant, cool, cautious.
Afeard, afraid.

Affect, love.

Affection,affectation,imagination,disposition,quality.

Atfeetioned, affected.

Affections, pasbions, inordinate desires.

Aff'-ered, confirmed.
Affied, betrothed.
Affined, joined by affinity.

Affront, to meet or face.

Atfy, to betroth in marriage.
Aglet-baby, a diminutive l)eing.

,

Agnize, acknowledge, confess.

A-good, in good earnest.
Aiery, the nest of an eagle or hawk.
Aim, guess, encouragement, suspicion.

Alder-liefest, beloved above all things.
Ale, a meriy laeeting.
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Allow, to approve.
Allowance, approbation,

Atnaze, to perplex or confuse.

Ames-ace, the lowest chance of the dice.

Amort, sunk and dispirited.

An, as if.

Anchor, anclioret.

Ancient, an ensit^n.

Anight, in the night.

Answer, retaliation.

Anthropophaginian, a cannibal.

Antick, the fool of the old farces.

Antiquity, old age.

Antres, caves and dens.
Apparent, seeming, not real, heir apparent, or next

claimant.
Appeal, to accuse,

Appeared, rendered apparent.
Apply, to attend to, consider.

Appointment, preparation.

Apprehension, opinion.

Apprehensive, quick to understand.
Approbation, entry on probation.
Approof, proof, approbation.

Approve, to justify, to make good, to establish, to

recommend to approbation.

Approved, felt, experienced, convicted by proof.

Approvers, persons who try.

Aqua-vita:, strong waters.

Arbitrate, to determine.
Arch, chief.

Argentine, silver. '

Argier, Algiers. /
Argosies, ships of great burthen, galleons.

Argument, subject for conversation, evidence, proof.

Arm, to take up in the aiTOS.

Aroint, avaunt, be gone.

A-row, successively, one after another.
Art, practice as distinguished from theory, theoi7.

Articulate, to enter into articles.

Articulated, exhibited in articles.

Artificial, ingenious, artful.

As, as if.

Aspect, countenance.
Aspersion, sprinkling.
Assay, test.

Assiuego, a he-ass.



GLOSSARY. iii

Assurance, conveyance or deed.
Assured, affianced.

Astringer, ii ftilcoiier.

Ates, iiiytigation from Ate, the mischievous goddess
that incites bloodshed.

Atomies, minute particles discernible in a stream of

sunshine that breaks into a darkened room, atoms.
Atone, 10 reconcile.

Attasked, reprehended, corrected.

tttended, w;iited for.

ttent, attentive.

Attorney, deputation.
Attorneyship, the discretional agency of another.
Attorneyed, supplied by substitutioii of embassies^
Attributive, that ivhieli attributes or gives.

Avaunt, contemptuous dismission.
Averring, confirming.
Audacious, spirited, animated.
Audrey, a corruption of Etheldreda.
Au<;urs, auguries or prognostications.
Aukward, adverse.
Authentic, an epithet applied to the learned.
Awful, reverend, worshipful.

Awleas, not producing awe.

B.

Baccare, stand back, give place.

Bale, misery, calamity.
Baleful, baneful.

Balked, Iiathed or piled up.
Balm, ihe oil of consecration.
Band, bond.
Bandog, village dog or mftstiff.

Bank, to sail along the banks.
Banning, cursing.

Banquet, a slight refection, a desert.

Bans, curses.

Bar, barrier.

Barbed, caparisoned in a warlike manner.
Barful, full of impediments.
Barm, yeast-

Barn, or bairn, a child.

Barnacle, a kind of shell-fish.

Ease, dishonoured.
Base, a rustic game, called prison-base.
Eases, a kind of dress used by knights onhorsebacV.
Basilisk, a species of cannon.
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Basta, Italian, 'tis enough.
Bastard, raisin wine.
Bat, a club or staff.

Bate, strife, contention,

Bale, to flutter as a hawk.
Batlet, an instrument used by washers of clothes.
Batten, to grow fat.

Battle, army.
Bavin, brushwood.
BawcocV, a jolly cock.
Bay, the space between the main beams of a toof.

Bay-window, bow-window, one in a recess.
Beak, the forecastle, ov the boitsprit.

Beard,to oppose in a hostile manner, to set at de6anc8>
Bearing, carriage, demeanour.
Bearing- cloth, a mantle used at christenings.
Beat, in falconry, to flutter.

Beating, hammering, dwelling upon.
Beaver, helmet in general.
Beck, a salutation made with the head.
Becomed, becoming.
Beetle, to hang ovei" the base.
Being, abode.
Belongings, endowments.
Be-mete, be-measure.
Be-moiled, be-drag<iled, be-mired.
Bending, unequal to the weight.
Benefit, beneficiary.

Bent, the utmost degree of any passion.
Benumbed, inflexible, immoveable.
Beshrew, ill befall.

B^st, bravest,

Bestowtd, left, stowed, or lodged.
Besiraught, distraught or distracted.

Beteem, to give, to pour out, to permit or suffer.

Bewray, betray, discover.
Bezonian, a term of reproach.
Bid, to invite, to pray. - '

Bidin<^, place, abiding.

Bigtfing, a kind of cap.

Bilberry, the whortleV)erry.
Bilbo, a Spanish blade of peculiar excellence.
Bill)oea, a species of fetters.

Bill, a weapon carried by watchmen, a label, Ot

advertisement, articles of accusation.
Bird-bolt, a species of arrow.
Bisson, blind.
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Blank, the white mark at which an arrow is shot.
Blast, burst.

Blear, to deceive.

Blench, to start off.

Blent, blended, mixed.
Bliud-worm, the slow-worm.
Blistered, puffeji out like blisters.

Bloat, puffed, swelled.
Blood, ancestry, high spirits, true metal, passions,
natural propensities

Blood-boltered, stained with blood.
Blown, puffed or swollen.
Blows, swells.

Blunt, stupid, insensible,

Board, to accost, to address.
Bobb, to trick, to make a fool of.

Bodged, boggled, made bungling work.
Bodkin, a small dagger.
Bold, confident, to embolden.
Boldness, confidence.
Bolted, sifted, refined.

Bolting-hutch, the receptacle in which the meal is

bolted.

Bombard, a sort of cannon, a barrel.
Bombast, the stuffing of clothes.

Bona-robas, strumpets.
Bond, bounden duty.
Bony, or bonny, handsome, good-looking.
Book, paper of conditions.

Boot, profit, advantage, something over and above.
Bore, demeaned.
Bore, the caliber of a gun, the capacity of the barrel.
Bores, stabs or wounds.
Bosky, woody.
Bosom, wish, heart's desire.

Bots, worms in the stomach of a horse.
Bourn, boundary, rivulet.

Bow, yoke.

Brace, armour for the arm, state of defence.
Brach, a species of hound.
Braid, crafty or deceitful.

Brake, a thicket, furze-bush.
Brave, to make fine or splendid.
Bravery, showy dress.

Brawl, a kind of dance-
Breach, of the sea, brealdng of the sea.

Breast, voice, surface.
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Breatli, breathing, voice.

Biealhe, to utter.

Breathed, inured by constant practice.

Breathing, complimenlavy.
Breeched, sheathed.

Breeching, liable to school-boy punishment.
Bridal, the nuptial feast.

Brief, a short account, letter, or enumeration.
Bring, to attend or accompany.
Brize, the gad, or horse-fly-

Broached, spitted, transfixed.

Brock, a badger.
Broke, to act as a pander.
Broken, toothless.

Broker, a matchmaker, a procuress or pimp.
Brooch, an ornamental buckle.

Brooched, adorned as with a brooch,

'

Brotherhoods, confraternities of corporations.

Brow, height-

Brownist, the name of a sect.

Bruit, noise, report.

Bruited, reported with clamour.
Brush, detrition, decay.
Buckle, to bend, to yield to pressure.

Bugs, bugbears, terrors.

Bulk, the body.
Bumbard. See Bombard.
Bunting, a bird outwardly like a skylark.

Burgonef, a kind of helmet.

Burst, broken.

Bury, to conceal, to keep secret.

Bush, the sign of a public-house.

Busky. See Bo^ky.
But, otherwise than, unless, except.

Butt-shaft, an arrow to shoot at butts with,

Buxom, obedient, under good command.
By, according to, by means of.

By'rlakin, by our ladykiu or little lady.

C.

Caddis, a narrow worsted galloon.

Cade, a barrel.

Cadent, falbng.

Cage, a prison.

Cain-coloured, yellow, red.

Caitiff, a prisoner, a slave, a scoundrel.

Calculate, to foretell or prophesy.
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Caliver, a species of muakeU
Call, to visit.

Callet,'*a lewd woman.
Calling, appellation.
Calm, qnalm.
Canary, a sprightly nimble dance.
Candle-wasters, those who sit up all nieht to drink.
Canker, the dog-rose.
Canstick, candlestick.
Cantel, or Cantle, a corner or piece of any thine.
Cfuitons, cantos.
Canvas, to sift.

Canvas-climber, a sailor who climbs to adjust the
sails.

Cap, the top, the principal.
Cap, to salute by taking off the cap.
Capable, perceptible, intelligent, quick of appre-
hension, ample, capacious.

Capitulate, to make head.
Capon, metaphor for a letter.
Capricious, lascivious.
Captious, capacious or recipient.
Carack, a ship of great bulk.
Carbonadoed, scotched like meat for the gi-idii-ou.
t-ard, perhaps a sea-chart.
Care, to make provision, to take care.
Care, inclination.
Careires, the motion of a horse.
Carkanet, necklace or chain.
Cai'I, clown or husbandman.
Carlot, peasant.
Carrer, a critic.

Carpet-consideration, on a carpet, a festivity.
Carriage, import.
Carried, conducted or managed.
Carry, to prevail over.
Cart, a chariot.
Case, contemptuously for skin, outside-garb.
Case, to strip naked.
Casques, helmets.
Cassock, a horseman's great-coat.
Cast, to empty as a pond, to dismiss or reject.
Cast, cast up, reckoned.
Castilian, an opprobrious term.
Castiliano vulgo, a cant term of contempt.
Catalan, some kind of sharper.
Catlkig, a small luie-stving made of cat-gii^u-



GLOSSARY.

Cavaleroes, airy, gay fellows.

Caviare, a delicacy made of the roe of sturgeon.

Cautelous, insidious, cautious.

Cease, decease, to die, to stop.

Censure, judgment, opinion.

Censure, to judge.

Censured, sentenced, estitnated.

Centuries, companies of an hundred men each.

Ceretnonies, honorary ornaments, tokens of respect.

Ceremonious, superstitious.

Certes, certainly, in truth.

Cess, measure.
Chacfij a term at tennis.

Chair, throne.

Chamber, ancient name for London.

Chamhei', a species of great gun.

Chamberers» men of intrigue.

Champain, an open country.

Chance, fortune.

Changeling, a child changed.

Channel, a kennel.

Chai-acter, description, hand-writing.

Chai-&cter, to write, to infix strongly.

Charactery, the matter with which letters are made.

Chares, task-work.

Charge, to put to expense.

Charge, commission, employment.

Charge-house, the free-school.

Chariest, most cautious.

Chariness, caution.

Charitable, dear, endearing. „ , , «
Chailes's-wain, the constellation ctJled the Uear.

Chavaeco, a sort of sweet wine.

Charter, a privilege.

Chaudron, entrails.

Cheater, escheator, an officer in the exchequer, a

gamester.
Check, command, control.

Check, to object to, to rebuke.

Cheeks, probably for ethics.

Cheer, countenance.
Cherry-pit, a play with cherry-stones.

Cheveril, soft or kid leather.

Chew, to ruminate, to consider.

Chewet, a noisy chattering bird.

Chide, to resound, to «cho, to scold, to be clamorous.

Chiding} sound.



GLOSSARY.

Chiding, noisy.

Child, a female infant.

Childing, unseasonably pregnant.
Chopin, ahifjh shoe ©r clog.

Chough, a bird of the daw kind.
I Christom, a white eleth^put on anew baptized child,

j

Chrystals, eyes.

IChuck, chiclcen, a term of endearment.

-

Chuff, rich, avaricious.
I Cicatrice, the scar of a wound.

I

Circumstance, detail of an argument, a circumlo-
cution .

iCital, recital.

Cite, to incite, to show, to prove,

j

Civil, grave or solemn,
I Civil, human creature, any thing human.
Clack-dish, a beggar's dish.

!
Claw, to flatter.

j

Clear, pure, blameless, innocent, quite, fully, per-

fectly,

'Clearest, purest, freest from evil.

Clear-story, a species of windows in a church.
Cleave, to unite with closely.

Clerkly, like a scholar.
Cliff, a key in music.
Clinj, to shrink or shrivel up.
Cliuijuant, [jlittering, shining.
Clip, to embrace, to infold.

Closely, secretly, privately.

Clout, the white mark at which archers take aim.
Clown, a licensed jester in families.

Clubs, a popular cry on a street quarrel.
Clutched, grasped.
Coach-fellow, one who draws with a confederate-
Coasting, conciliatory, inviting.

Cobloaf, a crusty, uneven loaf-

Cock, cock-boat.
Coelile, a weed.
Cockled, inshelled like a cockle.

Cock-ahut-time, twilight.
Codling, anciently an immature applet
Coffin, the cavity of a raised pie.

Cog, to falsify, to lie, to defraud.
Cognizance, the badge or token.
Coigne, corner.
Coil, bustle, stir.

Cold, naked.
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Collect, to assemble, to gain by observation,
CoUectioDj corollary, consequence.
Collied, black, smutted with coal.

Collier, formerly a term of the highest reproacli.

Colour, pretence-

Colourable, specious.

Colours, appearances, deceits.

Colt, to fool, to trick.

Co-mart, a joint bargain.
Combinate, betrothed.
Combine, to bind.
Combined, bound by agreement.
Comforting, aiding.

Commence, to give a beginning.
Commended, committed.
Commission, authority, power.
Commodity, interest, profit.

Comraonty, a comedy.
Compact, made up of.

Companion, fellow.

Company, companion.
Comparative, a dealer in comparisons.
Compare, comparison.
Compassed, round-
Compassionate, plaintive.

Competitors, confederates or associates.

Complements, accomplishments-
Complexion, humour-
Comply, to compliment.
Compose, to come to a composition-

Composition, contract or bargain, consistency, con-

cordancy-
Composture, composition, compost.

Comptible, submissive.
Con, to know.
Conceit, fanciful conception, thought.

Concent, connected harmony in general.

Conclusion, determination, resoluliou.

Conclusions, experiments.

Ccncupy, concupiscence.

Condition, temper, character, qualities, vocations, oi

inclinations.

Condolement, sorrow.
Conduct, conductor.

Couey-catched, deceived cheated.

Coney- catcher, a cheat or sharper.

Confession; professioa.
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Conject, conjecture.
Conjecture, suspicion.
Confound, to destroy, to expend, to consume
Confounded, worn or wasted.
Consent, to agree.
Consent, conspiracy, will, assent, united voice.
Consigned, sealed,

i' Consist, to stand upon,
Consort, company.
Consort, to keep company with.
Constancy, consistency, stability.

;

Constant, firm, determined.
Constantly, certainly, without fluctuation.
Contemptible, contemptuous.

:
Continent, the thing which contains.
Continents, banks of rivers,

j

Cnnlinuate, uninterrupted.

I

Contraction, marriage contract.
; Contrarious, different.

'Contrive, to spend and wear out.
Control, to confute.
Convent, to serve or agree.
Convented, cited, summoned.
Conversation,. familiar intercourse, conduct, bcha-

1 viour.

Converse, interchange.
Conversion, change of condition.

Convcrtite, convert.

Coiivey,to perform slight of hand,to manage artfully.
Conveyance, theft, fraud.
Convince, to overpower, subdu*e, convict.

Convicted, overpowered, baffled.

Convive, to feast.

Cape, to encounter, to engage.
'Cope, covering.

1 Copped, rising to a cop or head.
Copy, theme.
Coragio, an exclamation of encouragement.
Corinthian, a wencher.
Corky, dry, withered, husky.
Corners, by-places.
Corollary, surplus,
Coronet, a crown.
CorrigiblCi corrected.
Costard, the head.
iCester-monger, meanly msrceiiary.
Cote, to overtake.
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Coted, quoted, observed, or regarded.

Cotsale, CotSH-ood in Gloucestershire.

Covered, hollow.
Count, to make account, to reckon upon.

Count Confecl, a specioiis iiobleman.

Countenance, false appearance, hypocrisy

Counterfeit, a likeness, a portrait.

Counterpoints, counterpanes.

County, count, earl.

Cower, to sink by bending the hams.
Cowl-staff, a Stat? for carrying a larjje tub.

Coy, to soothe or stroke.

Coyed, condescended unwillingly.

Coystril, a coward cock, a mean or drunken felloi

Cozier, a tailor or botcher.

Crab, a wild apple.

Crack, dissolution-

Crack, a boy or child, a boy-child.

Cranks, windings.
Grants, garlands.
Crare, a small trading vessel.

Craven, a degenerate, dispirited cock.

Craven, mean, cowardly, to make cowardly.

Create, compounded, made up.

Credent, creditable, credible.

Credit, account, information, credulity.

Credit, a great light set upon a beacon.

Crescive, increasing.

Crest, the top, the height.

Grestless, those who have no right to arms.

Crisp, curling, winding, curled, bent, hollow.

Critic, cynic.

Critical, censorious.

Crone, an old worn-out woman.
Crosses, money stamped with a cross.

Crow, to exult over,

Crow-keeper, a scarecrow.

Crown, to conclude.

Crowned, dignified, adorned.

Crownet, last purpose.

Cry, a troop or pack.

Cue, in stage cant, the last words of the preced

speech.
Cuisses, armour for the thighs.

Culliou, a despicable fellow.

Cunning, sagacityj knowledge.
Curb, to bend or truckle.
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Curiosity, finical delicacy, scrupulousness or cap-
tiousiiesa.

Curious, scrupulous.

Curled, ostentatiously dressed.

Currents, occuiTencea.

Cursed, under the influence of a malediction.

Curst, petulant, crabbed, shrewdish or mischievous,

severe, hiirsb, vehemently aii^'vy.

Curstness, ill humour.
Curtail, a cur of little value.

Curtal, a docked horse.

Curtle-ax, or cutlace, a broad-sword.
Ciistard-coftin, the crust of a custard or pie.

Customer, a common woman.
Cut, a horse.

Cyprus, a transparent stuff.

D.

Daff or doff, to do off, to put aside.

Dally, to play or trifle.
'

Damn, condemn.
Danf^er, reach or control.

Dank, wet, rotten,

Danskers, natives of Denmark.
Dare, to challenge or incite.

Dark-house, a house made gloomy by discontent.

Darkling, in the dark.
Darraign, to arrange, put in order.

Daub, to disguise.

Daubery, falsehood and imposition.

Day-bed, a couch.
Day-light, broad day.
Day-woman, dairy-maid.
Dear, best, important, dire,

Dearn, lonely, solitary.

Death-tokens, spots appearing on those infected by
the plague,

peboshed, debauched.
Decay, misfortunes.

Deceivable, deceptions.

Deck, to cover, a pack.

Decline, to run through from first to last.

Declined, the fallen.

Deem, opinion, surmise.
Defeat, destruction.
Defeatures, features.change of features for the worse.

Defence, art of fencing.
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Defend, to forbid.

Defensible, furnishing tbe means of defence.
Defiance, refusal.

Deformed, deforming.
Deftly, dexterously, with adroitness.
Defy, to refuse, to disdain.
Degrees, steps.

Delay, to let slip.

Demerits, merits.
Demise, to grant.
Demurely, solemnly.
Denay, denial.
Denied, disbelieved or contemned.
Denier, the twelfth part of a French sou.
Denotements, indications or discoveries.
Deny, to refuse.

Depart, to part.
Departing;, separation.
Depend, to be in service.
Deprive, to disinherit.

Deracinate, to force up by the roots.
Derogate, degraded, blasted.
Descant, a term in musick.
Desert, merit.
Deserved, deserving.
Design, to mark out.

Despatched, bereft.

Desperate, bold, adventurous.
Detected, charged or guilty.

Determined, ended.
Dibble, an instrument used by gardeners.
Dieh, dit, or do it.

Dickon, familiarly for Richard.
Die, gaming. ^
Diet, regimen.
Diet, to oblige to fast.

Diffused, extravagant, irregular.

Digress, to deviate from tbe right.

Digression, transgression.

Dint, impression.
Direction, judgment, skill.

Disable, to undervalue.
Disappointed, unprepared.
Disclose, to hatch.
Discontenting, discontented.
Discontents, malcontents.
Discourse^ reason.
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Disdained, disdainful.

Disease, uneasiness, discontent.
Diseases, sayings.
Disgrace, hardship, injury,

j

Dislimns, unpaints, obliterates.

I

Dispark, to destroy a park,

j

Disponge, discharge as a sponge.
Dispose, to make terms, to settle matters.
Disposition, frame.
Disputable, disputatious.
Dispute, to talk over.
Dissemble, to gloss over.
Dissembling, putting dissimilar things together.

: Distaste, to corrupt, to change to a worse state.
Distemper, intoxication.
Distemperature, perturbation.
Distempered, ruffled, out of humour.
Distractions, detachments, separate bodies.
Distraught, distracted.
Diverted, turned out of the course of nature.
Dividable, divided.
Division, the pauses or parts of musical composition.
Divulged, spoken of.

Doctrine, skill.

Dotf, See DafF.
Dole, lot, allowance.
Dolphin, the Dauphin of France.
Don, to do on, to put on-
Done, expended, consumed.
Dotant, dotard

.

Double, full of duplicity.
Douljt, to fear.

Dout, to do out, extinguish.
Dowle, a feather.

Down-gyved, hanging down like what confines the
fetters round the ancles.

Drab, a strumpet.
Draught, the Jakes.
Drawn, embowelled, exenterated.
Dread, epithet applied to kiugs.
Drew, assembled,
fribbling, a term of contempt.
Drive, to ily with impetuosity.
Drollery a show performed by puppets.
Drugs, drudges.
Drumble, to acti^azily and stupidly.
Dry, thirsty.
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Bucdame, due ad me, bring him to me.
Dudgeon, the handle of a dagger.

Due, to endue, to deck, to grace.

Dull, melancholy, geutle, soothing.

Dull, to render callous, insensible.

Dullard, a person stupidly unconcerned.

Dump, a mournful elegy.

Dup, to do up, to lift up.

E.

Eager, sour, sharp, harsh.
Eanliiigs, lambs just dropfc.

Ear, to plough.
Easy, slight, inconsiderable.

Eche, to eke out.

Ecstasy, alienation of mind, madness.
Effects, affects or affections, actions, deeds effected.

Eftest, deftest, readiest.

Egypt, a gypsy.
Eld. old time or persons.

Element, initiation, previous practice.

Embossed, enclosed, swollen, puiFy.

Embowelled, exhausted.
Embraced, indulged in.

Eminence, high honours.
Empery, dominion, sovereign command.
Emulation, rivalry, envy, factious contention.

Emulous, jealous of higher authority.

Eneave, to hide.

Enfeoff, to invest with possession.

Engine, instrument of war, military machine, the

rack.

Engross, to fatten, to pamper.
Engrossments, accumulations.

Enkindle, lo stimalate.

Enmew, to coop up.

Ensconce, to protect as with a fort.

Enseamed, greasy.

Enshield, shielded.

Entertain, to retain io service.

Entertainment, the pay of an army, admission tfr

office.

Entreatments, the objects of entreaty.

Envy, hatred or malice.

Ephesian, a cant term for a toper.

Equipage, stolen goods.

Erewhile, just now.
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Erring, wandering.
Escoted, paid.

Esil, a river so called, or vinegar.
Esperaiice, the motto of the Percy family.
Espials, spies,

Eassenlial, existent, real.

Estimate, price-

Estimation, conjecture.
Eterne, eternal.

Even, calm, equable, temperate, equal, fellow.

Even, to act up to.

Examined, questioned, doubted.
Excrement, the beard.
Excrements, the hair, nails, feathers of birds, &c.
Execute, to employ, to put to use.

Execution, employment or exercise.

Executors, executioners.
Exempt, excluded.
Exercise, exhortation, lecture, or confession.

Exhale, hale or Uig out.

Exhibition, allowance.
Exigent, end.
Exorcist, a person who can raise spirits.

Expect, expectation.
Expedient, expeditious.
Expiate, fully completed.
Expostulate, to inquire or discuss.

Exposture, exposure.

Express, to reveal.

Expulsed, expelled.

Exbufflicate, contemptible, abominable.

Extend, to seize.

Extent, in law, violence in general.

Extern, outward.
Extirped, rooted out

Extracting, that %vhich draws away from every

thing but its own object.

Extravagant, wandering.
Extremes, extravagance of conduct, extremities.

Eyases, young nestlings.

Eyas musket, infant liliputian.

Eye, a small sbade of colour.

Eyliads, glances, looks. See CEilialds.

Eyne, eyes.

F.

Face, to carry a foolish appeaianca.
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Faced, turned up with facings.
Facinorous, wicked.
Fact, guilt.

Factious, active.

Faculties, medicinal virtue9,ofBce, exercise ofpower,
Fadge, to suit or fit.

Fading, the burthen of a song.
Fain, fond.
Fair, beauty, complexion, fairness.
Fair- betrothed, fairly contracted, honourably affi-

anced.
Faith, fidelity.

Faithful, not an infidel.

Faithfully, fervently.
Faitor',, traitors, rascals.
Fall, to let fall, to drop.
Fall, an ebb.
False, to make false.

Falsely, dishonestly, treacherously.
Falsing, falsifying.

Familiar, a demon.
Fancy, love.

Fancy-free, exempt from the power of love
Fang, to seize or gripe.
Fanged, possessed oi fangs.
Fans, ancient.
Fantastical, creatures of fancy.

Fap, drunk.
Far, extensively.

Farced, stuffed.

Fashions, farcens or farcy.

Fast, determined, fixed.

Fat, dull.

Fate, an action predetermined by fate.

Favour, countenance, features, indulgence, pardon,
appearance,

Fear, the object of fear, danger.
Fear, to intimidate.
Feared, frightened.

Fearful, timorous, formidable.
Feat, ready, dexterous.
Feat, an exploit. ,

Feated, formed, made neat.
Feature, beauty in general, cast and make of the

face

.

Federary, a confederate.
Fee-giief, a peculiar sorrow.
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' Feeder, an eater, a servant.

Feere, or Pheeie, a companion, a husband.
Feet, footing.

Fell, skin.

Fell-featSj savage practices.
Fellow, companion.

;
Fence, the art of, or skill in defence.
Feodary, an accomplice, a confederate.
Fester, to corrupt.
Festinately, hastily.

Festival terms, splendid phraseology.
Fet, fetched.

'

Few, iu short, in few words.
Fieo, a fig.

' Fielded, in the field of battle.
Pierce, proud, hasty, vehement, rapid.
Fig, to insult.

Fights, clothes hung round a ship to conceal the
men from the enemy.

File, a list.

Filed, defiled.

Filed, gone an equal pace with.
1
Fills, the shafts,

j

Filths, common sewers.
Fine, the conclusion,

' Fine, full of finesse, artful.

Fine, to make showy or specious.

I

Pineless, boundless, endless.
Firago for Virago.

I Fire-drake, will-o'-the-wisp, or a fire-work.

I

Fire-new, bren-aew, new from the forge.
Firk, to chastise.

: First, noblest, most eminent.
Pit, a division of a song.
Fitchew, a polecat.
Fitly, exactly.

Fives, a distemper in horses.
Flap-dragon, a small inflammable substance, whicit
topers swallow in a glass of wine.

Flap-jacks, pan-cakes
Flask, a soldier's powder-horn.
Flatness, lowness, depth.
Flaw, sudden violent gust of wind.
Flayed, stripped.
Flecked, spotted, dappled, streaked.
Fleet, to float.

Fleeting, inconstant.
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Fleshment, first act of military service.

Flewed, having tlie il«ws or chaps of a hound.
Flickering, fluttering like the motion of a flame.

Flight, a sort of shooting.

Flourish, ornament.
Flote, wave.
Flush, mature, ripe.

Foeman, an enemy in war.
Foiii, to thrust in fencing.

Foizon, plenty.

Folly, depravity of mind.
Fond, foolish, or prized by folly.

Fonder, more weak oi- foolish.

Fondly, foolishly. /

Fools' zanies, baubles with the head of a fool.

Foot-clolh, a housing covering the body of the-

horse, and almost reaching to the ground.
For, for that, since, because.
Forbid, under interdiction.

Force, power.
Force, to enforce, to urge.

Force, to stuff.

Forced, false.

Fordid, destroyed.

Fordo, to undo, to destroy.

Foredone, overcome.
Forfended, prohibited, forbidden.

Foreign, employed in foreign embassies.

Forepast, already had.
Fore-slow, to be dilatory, to loiter.

Forestall, to prevent by anticipation.

Forgetive, inventive, imaginative.

Forked, horned.
Forma!, not out of form, regular, sensible, in form,

in shape.
Former, foremost.

Forspent, wasted, exhausted.

Forspoke, contradicted, spoken against.

Forthcoming, in custody.

Forwearied, worn out.

Foul, homely, not fair.

Fox, a cant word for a sword.
Foxship, mean cunning.

Frampold, peevish, fretful, or cross.

Frank, a sty.

Franklin, a little ge-ntleman or freeholder.

Free, artless, free from art, gensroua.
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Fret, the stop of a musicai instrument, which re-

gulates the vibration of the Ktriug.

Friend, a lever, a term applicable to both sexes, a
paramour.

Friend, friendship.

Friend, to befriend.
Frippery, a shop where old clothes were sold-

Frize, a cloth made in Wales.-
From, in opposition to.

Fronted, opposed.
Frontier, forehead.
Fronilet, a forehead cloth..

Frush, to break or bruise.
Frustrate, frubtrateS.
FalfilHng, filling till there be no room- for raore-.

Full, complete.
Fullams, loaded dice.

Fullest, most complete and perfect.

Fumiter, fumitory.
Furniiihcd, dressed.

G.

Gabardine, a loose felt cloak.

Gad, a pointed instrument.

Gain-giving, misgiving.

Gainsay, to unsay, deny, contradict.

Gait, way ov steps.

Galliard, an ancient dance.

Galliasses, a species of" galleys.

Gallowglasses, heavy armed foot.

Gallow, to scare or frighten.

Gallymawfry, a medley.
Game, sport, jest.

Gamester, a frolicksome person, a wanton.

Gaping, shouUiig or roaring.

Garboiis, commotion, stir.

Garish, gaudy, showy.
Garner, to treasure up.

Gasted, frightened.

Gaudy, a festival day.

Gawds, baubles, 'toys.

Gaze, attention-

Gear, a general word for things or matters.

Geek, a fool.

General, generality.

General, compendious.

Generation, children.
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Generosity, high birth,

Generous, most noble.

Gentility, urbanity.
Gentle, noble, high-minded, belonging- to gentry.

Gentry, complaisance.
German, akin.

Germins, seeds begun to sprout.

Gesf, a stage or journey.
Gib, a cat.

Gifts, endowments.
Giplof, a wanton wench.
Gilder, a coin valued at ^s. Gd. er 2s.

Gilt, gilding, golden money.
Gimmal, a ring or engine.
Ging, a gang.
Gird, a sarcasm or gibe, emotion.
Gleek, to joke or scoff, to beguile.

Glimmering, faintly illuminated by the stars.

Gloze, to expound, to comment upon.
Glut, to engiut or swallow up.
Gnarled, knotted.
Good-deed, indeed, in very deed.
Good-den, good evening.
Good-life, of a moral or jovial turn.

Good-jer, gougere, Biorbus Gallicus.
Gorbeilied, fat and corpulent.
Gossips, tattling women who attend lyings-in.

Gossomer, the white cobweb-like exhalations that

fly about in hot sunny weather
Government, evenness of temper,decency of tnannen.
Gourds, a species of dice.

Gouts, drops.

'J race, acceptableness, favour,

Grace, to bless, to make happy.
.Gracious, graceful, lovely.

Grained, furrowed like the grain of wood, died in

grain or indented.
Gramercy, grand mercy, great thanks.
Grange, the farm-house of a monastery, a lone hoHSBi

Gratillity, gratuity.

Gratulate, igratifying, acceptable.

Grave, to entomb.
Graves, or gi'eaves, armour for the legs.

Greasily, grossly.

Greek, a bawd or pander.
Green, imripe, not fully formed.
Greenly, awkwardly, unskilfullx-
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Greets, pleases.

Grief, pain, grievances.

Griefs, grievances, wrongs.
Grievances, sorrows, sorrowful affeotioas.

Grieve, to lament for-

Grise, a step.

Grosbly, palpably.
Groundlings, the frequenters of the pit in tbe plaj-
house.

Growing, accruing.
Guard, defence.

Guard, to fringe or lace,

Guarded, ornamented.
Guards, badges of dignity.
Guerdon, reward.
Guerdoned, rewarded.
Guiled, treacherous.
Guinea-hen, a prostitute.

Gules, red, a term in heraldry.
Gulf, the swallow, the throat.

Gun-stones, cannon-balls.
Gurnet, a fibh resembling a piper.

Gust, taste, rashness.

Gyve, to catch, to shackle.

Gyves, shackles.

H.
HacV, to become cheap and vulgar.
Haggard, a species of hawk.
Haggard, wild.
Hair, complexion or character.
Happily, accidentally, fortunately.
Happy, accomplished.
Hardimenl, bravery, stoutnesfl.'

flavlocks, wild mustard.
Harlot, a cheat.
Harp, to touch on a passion.
Harrow, to conquer, to subdue.
Harry, to use roughly, to harass.
Having, estate or fortune, promotion, allowance of
expense,

Havioiir, behaviour
Haufjht, haughty.
Haughty, high, elevated.
Haunt, company.
Hay, a term in the fencing-school.
Head, the source, the fountain.

201
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Head, body of forces.

Heart, the most valuable or precious part.
Heat, heated.

Heat, violence of resentment.
Heavy, alow.
Hebenon, henbane.
Hefted, heaved.
Hefts, heavings.
Hell, an obscure dungeon in a prison.

Helmed, steered through.
Hence, henceforward.
Henchman, a page of honour
Hent, seized or taken possession of.

Hereby, as it may happen.
Hermits, beadsmen.
Hest, behest, command.
High-fantastical, fantastical to the height.

High-repented, repented to the utmost.
Hight, called.

Hilding, a paltry cowardly fellow.

Hint, suggesiion, circumstance.
Hiren, a harlot-

His, often used for its.

Hit, to agree.

Hoist, hoisted.

Hold, to esteem.

Holla, a term of the manege.
Holy, faithful.

Home, completely, in full extent.

Honest, chaste-

Honesty, liberality.

Honey-stalks, clover flowers.

Honour, acquired reputation.

Hoop, a measure-
Hope, to expect.

Horologe, clock-

Hox, to ham-string.
Hull, to drive to and fro upon the water without

sails or rudder.
Humorous, changeable, humid, moist.

Hungry, steril, unprolific.

Hunt-counter, base tyke, worthless dog-

Hunts-up, the name of a tune, a morning song.

Hurly, uoise-

Hurtling, merry with impetuosity.

Husbandry, thrift, frugality.

Huswife, a jilt.
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I.

Ice-brook, a "brook of icy qualities in Spain.
1' fecks, in faith,

Ignomy, ignominy,
lU-inhabited, ill-lodged.

lll-nurtared, ill-educated.

Images, children, representatives.

Imaginary, produced by the power of imaglnatioB. ,

Imbare, to lay open or display to view,
Immanity, barbarity, savageuess.
Immediacy, close connection.

Imp, to supply.
Imp, progeny.
Impair, unsuitable.

Impartial, sometimes used for partial.

Impawned, wagered and staked.

Impeach, to bx-ing into question.
Impeachment, reproach or imputation, hinderanes.

Imperious, imperial.

Imperseverant, pevseverant.

Impeticos, to impetticoat or impocket.

Importance, importunacy.
Importance, the thing imported.
Importing, implying, denoting.

Impose, injunction, command.
Impositions, commands.
Impossible, incredible or inconceivable.

Impress, to compel to serve.

Impress, a device or motto.
Impugn, to oppose, to controvert.

Incapable, unintelligent.
'

Inearnardine, to stain of a red colour.

Incensed, incited, suggested.

Inclining, compliant.
Inclip, to embrace.
Include, to shut up, to conclude.

Inclusive, enclosed.

Incony, or kony, fine, delicate.

Incorrect, ill-regulated.

Increase, produce.
Indent, to bargain and article.

Index, something preparatory.

Indifferent, sometimes for different, impartial.

Indite, to convict.

Induction, entrance, beginning, preparations.

Indurance, delay, procrastination.

Infinite, extent or power.
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Ingagedj sometimes for unengaged.
Ingraft, rooted, settled.

Inhabitable, not habitable.
Inherit, to possess.

Inhibit, to forbid.

Inhooped, enclosed, confined.
Inkhorn-mate, a book-mate.
Inkle, a kind of tape, crewell or worsted.
Inland, civilized, not rustick.

Insane, that which makes insane.
Insconce, to fortify.

Insculped, engraven.
Inseparate, inseparable.

Instance, example, proof.

Instances, motives.
Insuif, solicitation.

Intend, to pretend.
Intending, regarding.
Intendment, intention or disposition.

Intenible, incapable of retaining.

Intention, eagerness of desire,

Intentively, with full attention.

Interessed, interested.

Intergatories, interrogatories.

Intermission, pause, intervening time.
Intrenchant, that which cannot be cut.

Intrinse, intrinsicate.

Invention, imagination.
Inwardness, intimacy, confidence.
Iron, clad in armour.
Irregulous, lawless, licentious.

.

Issues, consequences, conclusions.

Iteration, citation or recitation.

J.

Jack, a teiTO of contempt.
Jack-a-leiit, a puppet thrown at in Lent.
Jack guardaat, a jack in ofBce.

Jaded, treated with contempt, worthless.
Jar, the noise made by the pendulum of a clock.

Jaunciug, jaunting.

Jesses, straps of leather by which the hawk is held
on the fist.

Jest, to play a part in a mask.
Jet, to strut.

Jovial, belonging to. Jove.
Jouraalj daily.
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Jump, to agree with, to put into agitation.

Jump, hazard, to venture at.

Jump, just.

Justieer, justice, judge. '

Jut, to encroach.
Jutty, to project.

Juvenal, a young man.

K.
Kam, awry, crooked.
Keech, a solid lump or mass.
Keel, to cool.

Keep, to restrain, to dwell, to reside.
Keisar, Csesar.
Kernes, light-armed Irish foot.

Key, the key for tuning, a tuning-hammer.
Kicksy-wicksy, a wife.

Kiln-hole, a place into which coals are put und
a stove.

Kind, nature, species.

Kindiess, unnatural.
Kindly, naturally
Kindly, kindred.
Kinged, ruled by.
Kinsman, near relative.

Kirtle, part of a woman's dress.

Knave, servant.

Knife, a sword or dagger.

Knots, figures planted in box.
Know, to acknowledge.
Know of, to consider.

L.

Labras, lips.

Laced mutton, a woman of the town.
Lackeying, moving like a lackey or pagfl.

Lag, the meanest persons.

Lances, lance-men.
Land-damn, to destroy in some way.
Lauds, landing-places.

Lapsed, time sufl'ered to slip.

Large, licentious.

Lass-lorn, forsaken of his mistress.

Latch, to lay hold of.

Latched, or letched, licked over.

Ijate, lately.

Lated, belated, benighted.
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Latten, tliin as a latli.

Lavoltas, a Ituid of dances.
Laund, lawn.
Lay, a wager.
Leager, the camp.
Leasing, lying-

Leather-coats, a species of apple.
Leave, to part with, to give away.
Leech, a physician.
Leer, feature, complexion.
Leet, court-leet, or court of the manor.
Legerity, lightness, nimbleness.
Leges, alleges,

Leiger, resident.

Leman, lover, mistress,

Lenten, short and spare.

L'envoy, moral, ov conclusion of a poem.
Let, to hinder.
Let be, to desist.

X-ethe, death.
Leivd, ignorant, idle, wicTted.

Lewdly, wickedly.
Libbard, or lubbar, a leopard.

Liberal, licentious ov gross in language-
Liberty, libertinism.

License, an appearance of licentiousness.

Lie, to reside, to be imprisoned.

Liefest, dearest,

Lieger, an ambassador at a foreign court.

Lifter, a thief.

Light o' love, a dance tune.

Lightly, commonly, in ordinary course.

Lightness, levity.

Like, to compare.
Likelihood, similitude.

Likeness, specious or seeming virtue.

Liking, condition of body.
Limbeck, a vessel used in distilling.

Limbo, a place supposed to be in the neighbour-*

hood of hell.

Lime, bird-lime.

Lime, to cement.
Limed, entangled or caught as with bird-lime.

Limit, appointed time.

Limited, appointed, regular, orderly.

Limits, estimates, calculations.

t,iue, genealogy.
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Lined, delineated.

Link, a torch of pitch.

Linstock, the staff to which the match is fixed

when ordnance is fired.

List, the bound or limit.

Lither, flexible, yielding.

Little, miniature. :

Livelihood, appearance of life.

Livery, a law phrase belonging to the feudal tenures.

Living, estate, property.

Livinff, speaking, manifest, actual.

Loach, a small fish.

Lob, looby, a term of contempt.
Lockram, some kind of cheap linen.

Lode-star, the leading or guiding star.

Lodged, laid by the wind.
LofFe, to laugh.
Loggats, a game played with pins of wood.
Longing, longed for,

Longly, longingly.

Loof to bring a vessel close to the wiad.
Loon, or lown, a base fellow

Lop, to cut the branches.

Lot, a prize.

Lottery, allotment.

Lover, a mistiess.

Lown. See Loon.
Lowted, treated with contempt.

Lowts, clowns.
Lozel, worthless, dishonest.

Lubbar. See Libbard.

Lullaby, sleep in house, i. e., cradle.

Lunes, lunacy, frenzy.

Lurch, to win.

Lure, a thing stuffed to tempt the hawk.
Lush, rank, luscious.

Lust, inclination, will.

Lustick, lusty, cheerful, pleasant.

Lusty, saucy.

Luxurious, lascivious.

Luxuriously, wantonly.
Luxury, lust.

Lym, a species of dog.
M.

Mace, a sceptre.

Mad, wild, inconstant.

Made, enriched.
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Magnificent, glorying, boasting.

Magnifico, a chief man or grandee at Venice.

Mailed, wrapped up, covered with.

Main-top, top of the main-mast.

Make, to bar, to shut.

Makest, dost.

Malkin, a scullion, a coarse wench.
Mall, Mrs. alias Mary Frith, or Moll Cutparse.

Mallecho, mischief.

Mammering, hesitating.

Mammets, puppets.
Mammock, to cut in pieces.

Man, to tame a hawk.
Manacle, a handcuff.

Manage, conduct, administration.

Mandrake, a root supposed to have the shape of a

man.
Mankind, masculine.

Marches, the borders, limits, or confines.

Marchpane, a species of sweet meat.

Martial-hand, a careless scrawl.

Martlemas, the latter spring.

Match, an appointment, a compact.

Mate, to confound.
Mated, amated, dismayed.
Meacock, a dastardly creature.

Mealed, sprinkled or mingled.

Mean, the tenor in musick.

Mean, the middle.
Means, interest, pains.

Measure, the reach

Measure, a stately solemn dance.

Measure, means.
Meazels, lepers.

Medal, portrait.

Meddle, to mix with.

Medicine, a she-physician.

Meed, reward
Meed, merit, desert, excellence.

Meet, a match.
Meiny, people, domesticks.

Memories, memorials, remembrances.

Memorized, made memorable.
Memory, memorial.
Mephistophilus, the name of a spirit or familiar.

Mereatantfe, a merchant.

Mere, exact, entire, absolute.
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Mered, mere.

I

Mermaid, siren.

;
Mesyes, degrees about court.

I

Metal, temper.
! Metaphysical, supernatural.
' Mete-yard, measuring-yard.
Hewed, confined.
Richer, a truant, a lurking thief.

Miching, playing truant, skulking about.
;

Mien, couatenance.
Mince, to walk with affected delicacy.

,
Minding, calling to remembrance, reminding.

! Mineral, a mine.
Minnow, a small river fish, a term of contempt.

' Minstrelsy, office of minstrel.
Misconceived, miseoneeivera.
Misereate, ill-begotten, illegitimata

,

Misdoubt, to suspect.
Miser^ a miserable creature.
Misery, avarice.

' Misprised, mistaken.
Misprising, despising or undervaluing,

j

Missives, messengers.

!
Mistaken, misrepresented.

I

Mistempered, angry.
!
Misthink, to think ill.

Mistress, the jack in hoveling.

Hobled or mabled, veiled, closely coverei.
Mode, the form or state of things.

. Mode), image, representative, copy.

I

Modern, trite, common, meanly pretty.

I

Modesty, moderation,

j
Module, model, pattern,

j

Moe, or mowe, to make mouths.
Moiety, a portion.

Mollification, pacification, softening.

Mome, a dull stupid blockhead.
Momentany, momentary.
Month's mind, a popish anniversary.

Mood, angerj resentment, manner.
Moody, melancholy.
jMoon-calf, an inanimate shapeless mass.
Moonish, variable.

Mope, to appear stupid.

Moral, secret meaning.
Morisco, Moor or Moorish or morris.

Morria-pike, Moorish piki.
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Mortal, murderous, fatal.

Mortal-staring, tliat which stares fatally.

Mortified, ascetic, religious. ^
Most, greatest.

Motion, a kind of puppet-show.
Motion, divinitory agitation.
Motion, desires.

Motions, indignation.
Motive, assistant or mover, that which contributes

to motion.
Mould, earth.

Mouse, to mammoclc, to tear to pieces.

Mouse, a term of endearment.
Mouse- hunt, a weasel.
Mowe. See Moe.
Moy, a piece of money or a measure of corn.

Much, an expression of disdain.
Much, strange, wonderful.
Muck-water, drain of a dung-hill.
Muffler, a kind pf dress for the lower part of the fac*.

Muliters, muleteers.
Mulled, softened and dispirited.

Multiplied, multitudinous.
Multiplying, multiplied.
Multitudinous, full of multitudes.
Mummy, the balsamic liquor of mummias.
Mundane, worldly.
Mure, a jivall.

Murky, dark.
Murrain, a plague in cattle.

Muse, to admire, to wonder.
Must, a scramble,
Mutine, to rise in mutiny.
Mutines, mutineers.

N.
Napkin, handkerchief.
Napless, threadbare.
Native, formed by nature.

Nature, natural parent.
Nay-word, a watch-word or by-word.
Neat, finical.

Neb. or nib, the mouth.
Neeld, needle.
Neif, fist.

Nephew, a grandson or any lineal descendant.
Ncther-stoctcs, stockings.
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Newness, innovation.

Newt, the eft.

Next, nearest.

Nice, silly, trifling,

Nick, reckoning ov count-

Nick, to set a mark of folly on.

Nighted, made dark as night.

Night-rule, froHck of the night.

Nine men's morris, a game.
Nobility, distinction, eminence.
Nohless, nobleness.

Noddy, fool, a game at cards.

Noise, rausick.

Nonce, on purpose, for the turn.

Nook-shotten, that which shoots into capet.

Northern man, vir boi-ealis, a clown
Note, notice, infoi-mation, remark.
Novice, a youth.
Novum, some game at dice.

Nourish, to nurse.

Nowl, a head.
Nurture, education.

Nuthook, a thief.

O.

Obligations, bonds.
Observed, paid respective attention to.

Observing, religiously attentive.

Obsequious, serious, as at funeral obsequies, care-

ful of.

Obsequiously, funereally.

Obstacle, obstinate.

Occupation, men occupied in business.

Occurrents, incidents.

Oe, a circle.

OEillads, casts or glances of the eye. See Eyliada.

O'erdied, died too much.
O'er-looked, slighted.

O'er-parted, having too considerable a part.

O'er-raught, over-reached.

O'er-wrested, wrested beyond the truth.

Of, through.
Offering, the assailant.

Office, service.

Offices, culinary or servants' apartmeats..

Old, frequent, move than enough.

Old age, ages past.
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Once, sometime.
Oneyers, accountants, bankers.
Opal, a precious stone of almost all colonrs.
Open, publickljr.
Operant, active.
Opinion, obstinacy, conceit, character.
Opposite, adverse, hostile, adversary.
Opposition, combat.
Or, before.
Orbs, circles made by the fairies on the ground
Orchard, a garden.
Order, measures.
Ordinance, rank.
Orgulous, proud, disdainful.
Osprey, a kind of eagle.
Ostent, show, ostentation.
Ostentation, show, appearance.
Over-blow, to drive away, to keep off.

Overture, opening or discovery.
Ounce, a small tiger, or tiger-cat.
Otiph, fairy, goblin.
Ousel-cock, the cock blackbird.
Out, begone.
Out, full, complete.
Outlook, to face down.
Outvied, a term at the game of gleek.
Outward, not in the secret of affairs.
Owe, to own, possess, govern.
Ox-lip, the great cowslip.

P.

PacV, to bargain with.
Pack, comWned, an accomplice.
Packing, plotting, underhand contrivance.
Paddock, toad.
Pagan, a loose vicious person.
Pageant, a dumb sJiow.
Paid, punished.
Pain, penalty.
Pains, labour, toil.

Palabras. words.
Pale, to empale, encircle with a crown.
Pall, to wrap, to invest.
Palled, vapid.
Palmers, holy pilgrims.
Palmy, victorious.

Palter, to juggle or shuffle.
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Paper, to write' down, or appoint by writing.

\
Paper, written securities.

Parcel, to reckon up.
Parcel- gilt, gilt only on certain parts.
Parish-top, a large top formerly kept in [every
village to be whipped for exercise.

Pariior, an apparitor, an officer of the bishop's
court.

Parie, parley.

Parlous, perilous.
Pailous, keen, shrewd.

I
Part", to depart,

j

Partake, to participate.

Partaker, accomplice, confederate,
i Parted, shared.
Parted, endowed with parts.

: Participate, participant, participating.

;
Partizau, a pike.

,

Parts, party.
Pash, a head.
Paah, to strike with violence.
Pashed, bruised, crushed,

i

Pass, to decide, to assure or convey,

j

Pass, to exceed, to go beyond common bounds.
I Passed, excelling, past all expression or bounds.
,
Passes, what has passed.

;
Passing, eminent, egregious.
Passion, suffering.

Passionate, a prey to mournful sensations.
Passioning, being in a passion.
Passy-measure, a dance.
Pastry, the room where pastry was made.
Patch, a term of reproach.
Patched, iu a parti-coloured coat.
Path, to walk.

j

Patlietical, deeply affecting-

Patiant, to make patient, to compose.
I
Patiiie, a dish used with the chalice in the admi'
nistration of the Kacharist.

;
Pattern, instance, example,

i
Pavin, a dance.
Paucas, few.
Pay, to beat, to hit.

Peat, a word of endearment.
Pedascule, a pedant.

' Peer, to come out, to appear.
I Peevish, fooliohl
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Peize, to balance, to l<eep in suspense, to weigh

down.
Pelting, paltry, petty, inconsiderable.

Pennons, small flags.

Penthesilea, Amazon.
Perch, a measure of five yards and a half.

Perdurable, lasting.

Perdy, par Dieu, a French oath.

Perfect, certain, well informed.

Perfections, liver, brain, and heart.

Perjure, a perjured person.

Pervert, to avert.

Pew-fellow, a companion.
Pheeve. See Feere.

Pheeze, to teaze or beat, to comb or curry.

Pia mater, the membrane corerhig the substance of

the brain.

Pick, to pitch.

Picked, nicely dressed, foppish.

Pickers, the hands.
Picking, piddling, insignificant.

Pickt-hatch, a place noted for brothels.

Piece, a word of contempt for a woman.
Piel'd, shaven.
Pight, pitched, fixed,

Pilcher, a pilche, the scabbard.

Pilled, pillaged.

Pin and web, disorders of the eye.

Pinnace, a small ship of burthen.

Fi:^, a small chest in which the consecrated hosi

was kept.

Placket, a petticoat.

Plague, to punish.
Plain song, the chant, in piano cantu.

Plainly, openly.
Plaited, complicated, involved.

Planched, made of brands.
Plant, the foot.

Platforms, plans, schemes.
Plausive, gracious, pleasing, popular
Pleached, folded together.

Plot, piece or portion.

Point, a metal hook fastened to the hose or breechw,

Poim, the utmost height.
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,
PoiiU-<le-vice, with the utmost possible exactness.

• Points, tays to the laces.

Poize, weight or moment.
' Polled, baved, cleared.

Pomander, a ball made of perfumes*
Pomewater, a species of apple.
Poor-john, hake dried and salted.
Popinjay, a parrot.

Popularity, plebi^ian intereourse.
Port, external pomp, figure.

Port, V. gate.

Portable, bearable.
Portance, carriage, behaviour

I Possess, to inform, to make to understand.

I

Possessed, acquainted with, fully informed.
Possessed, afflicted with madness.

I

Potch, to push violently
' Potenta, potentates.
Pouncet-box, a small box for perfumes.
Power, forces, an army.
Practice, unlawful or insidious stratagem. -

Practise, to employ unwarrantable arts.

Practisants, confederates in stratagems.
Prank, to adorn, to dress ostentatiously, to plume.
Precedent, original draft.

Precept, a justice's warrant.
Precisian, a great pretender to sanctity.

Prefer, to recommend, to advance.
Pregnancy, readiness.

Pregnant, ready, plain, evident, apposite.
'

Pregnant enemy, the enemy of mankind.
Premised, sent before the time.
Prenominate, already named.
Pre-ordinance, ordinance already established.
Presence, the presence-chamber, a publick room.
Presence, dignity of mien, form, figure.

Prest, ready.
Pretence, design, intention.
Pretend, to intend, design.
Pretended, purposed or intended.
Prevent, to anticipate.

Prick, the point on the dial.

Pricks, prickles, skewers.
Pride, haughty power.
Prig, to filch.

Prime, youth, the vigour of life.

Prime, prompt.
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Primer, more urgent, more important.
Primero, a game at cards.
Principality, the first or principal of wome».
Principals, rafters of a building.
Princox, a coxcomb, or a spoiled child.

Probal, probable.
Process, summons.
Procure, to bring.

Prodigious, portentous, ominous.
Preface, much good may it do you.
Profane, love of talk, gross of languags.
Professsiou, end and purposo of coming-
Progress, a royal journey of state.

Project, to shape or form.
Prompture, suggestion, temptation.
Prone, sometimes humble.
Prone, forward.
Proof, confirmed state of manhood.
Propagate, to advance or improve.
Propagation, getting.

Proper, well-looking, handsome.
Proper-false, proper or fair, and false or deceitful.

Propertied, taken possession of.

Properties, incidental necessaries to a theatre.

Property, due performance.
Property, a thing quite at disposal.

Propose, to image, to imagine.
Proposing, conversing.

Propriety, regular and proper state.

Prorogue, to lengthen or prolong.

Provand, provender.
Provencial, Provengal, from Provence.
Provincial, belongijig to one's province.

Provost, sheriff or gaoler.

Prune, to plume.
puck, hobgoblin in fairy mythology.
Pugging, thievish.

Pun, to pound.
Purchase, stolen goods.
Purchased, acquired by unjust methods.
Purlieu, border, enclosure.

Pursuivants, heralds.

Put to know, compelled to acknowledge.
Putter-on, one who instigates.

Putter-out, one who places out money at interest.

Putting on, spur, incitement.

Puttock, a degenerate species of hawk.
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Q-
Quail, to faint, languish.
Quaint, fantastical, graceful.
Qjiaint-mazes, a game running the figure of eight.
Quaked, thrown into trepidation.
Qualify, to lessen, moderate.
Quality, confederates.
Quality, profession, condition of life.

Quarrel, a quarreller, the cause of a quarrel.
Quarry, the game after it is killed.
Quart d'ecu, fourth part of a French crown.
Quarter, the allotted posts, station.
Quat, a pimple.
Queasy, squeamish, delicate, imsettled.
Quell, to murder, to destroy.
Quench, to grow cool.
Quern, a hand-mill.
Quest, inquest or jury, search, expedition.
Question, conversation.
Questrist, one who goes in search of another.
Quests, reports.
Quick, lively, spritely, living.
Quicken, to animate.
Quiddits, subtilties.

Quillets, law chicane.
Quintain, a post set up for various exercises.
Quips, reproaches and scoffs.

Quire, to play in concert.
Quit, quitted.

Quit, to requite or answer.
Quittance, return of obligations.
Quiver, nimble, active.

Quote, to observe.

R.

Rabato, an ornament for the neck.
Rabbet-sucker, a sucking rabbet.
Race, original disposition, inborn qualities, & smack

or flavour.

Rack, wreck.
Rack, to exaggerate.
Rack, to harass by exactions.
Rack, the fleeting away of the clouds.
Racking, hi rapid motion.
Rag, an opprobrious epithet.

Ragged, rugged
Rake, to cover.

502
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Rank, rate or pace.

Rank, grown up to a great height and strengtTi.

Rapt, rapturously aifected.

Rapture, a fit.

Rarely, curiously, happily.

Rascal, applied to lean deer.

Rash, heady, thoughtless, quick, violent.

Rash rennon strance, premature discovery.

Rated, chided.
Ravin, to devour eagerly.

Ravin, ravenous.
Ravined, glutted with prey.

Raught, reached.
Raw, ignorant, unripe, unskilful.

Rawly, hastily, unskilfully.

Rayed, bewrayed.
Razed, slashed, raised.

Rear-mouse, a bat.

Reason, discourse.

Reason, to talk, to argue for.

Rebeck, an old musical- instrument.
Receiving, ready apprehension.
Receipt, receptacle.

Recheate, a sound by which the dogs are called

back.
Reck, to care for, to mind, to attend to.

Reckless, careless, heedless.

Recollected, studied or often repeated.

Record, to sing.

Recorder, a kind of flute or flageolet.

Recure, to recover.

Red-lattice, the sign of an ale-house.

Reduce, to bring back.
Reechy, discoloured by smoke, smoky, greasy.

Refel, to refute.

Refer, to reserve to.

Regard, look.

Regiment, government, authority.

Regreet, exchange of salutation.

Reguerdon, recompense, return.

Relative, nearly related or conneited-

Remembered, remembering.
Remembrance, admonition.
Remorse, pity, tenderness of heart.

Remotion, removal or remoteness.
Removed, remote, sequestered-

Render, to describe.
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Render, a confession, an account.
Renege, to renounce.
Repair, to renovate.
Repeal, to recall.

Reports, reporters.

Reproof, confutation.
Repugn, to resist.

Reputing, boastinf!; of.

Requiem, a mass for the soul of a person deceased.
Resolve, to be firmly persuaded, satisfied.
Resolve, to dissolve.
ReKpect, consideration, caution.
Respective, respectable, respectful, formal.
Rsspective, cool, considerate.
Respectively, respectfully.
Retailed, handed down.
Retire, to draw back.
Reverb, to reverberate.
Revolts, revolters

'

Rib, tfa enclose.
Rid, to destroy.
Rift, split.

Riggish, wanton.
Right, just, even.
Rigbt-drawn, drawn in a right cause.
Rigol, a circle.

Ringed, environed, encircled.
Ripe, come to the height.
Rivage, the bank or shore •

Rivalily, equal rank.
Rivals, partners.
Rive, to burst, to fire.

Road, the haven where ships ride at anehoc.
Rogues, vagrants.
Romage, rummage.
Ronyoii, a scurvy woman.
Rood, the cross.
Rook, to squat down.
Ropery, roguery.
Rope-tricks, abusive language.
Round, a diadem.
Round, rough, unceremonious.
Rounded, whispered.
Rounding, whispering.
Roundel, a country-dance
Roundure, a circle.

Rouse, a draught of jollity.
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Royal, due to a king.

Royalize, to make royal.

Royalty, nobleness, supreme excellence.
Roynish, mangy or scabby.
Ruddock, the redbreast.
Huff, the folding of the tops of boots.

Rufflp, to riot, to create disturbance.
Ruffling, rustling.

Ruin, displeasure producing i^uin.

Rule, a method of life.

Ruth, pity, compassion.
S.

Sacred, accursed.
Sacrificial, worshipping.
Sad, grave or serious.

Sadly, seriously.

Sadness, seriousness.

Safe, to render safe.

Sagg, or swagg, to sink down.
Salt, tears.

Sanded, of a sandy colour. .

Satisfy, rest with satisfaction.

Savage, sylvan, uncultivated, ivild.

Savageuess, %vildness.

Saucy, lascivious.

Saw, anciently, not a proverb, but the whole tenor

of any discourse-

Say, silk.

Say, a sample, a taste or relish.

Scaffoldage, the gallery part of a theatre.

Scald, a word of contempt, poor, filthy.

Scale, to disperse, to put to flight.

Scaled, over-reached.
Seating, weighing.
Scall, an old word of reproach.
Scarable, to scramble.
Scan, to examine nicely.

Scant, to be deficient in, to contract.

Scantling, measure, proportion.

Scapes of wit, sallies, irregularities

'-Scared, frightened.

Scarfed, decorated with flags.

Scath, destruction, harm.
Scath, to do an injury.

Scathful, mischievous, destructive.

Sconce, the head, a petty fortification.

Se«tched, cut slightly.
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Sci'imers, fencers.

Scrip, a writing, a list.

Scroyles, scabby fellows.
Sealls, {jreat numbers of fishes swimming together.
Scutched, whipt, carted.

Seiil, to strengthen or complete.
Seam, lard.

Sear, to stigmatise, to close. See Sera.
Season, to tamper, to infix, to impress.
Seaaoned, established or settled by time.
Seat, throne.
Seated, fixed, firmly placed.
Sect, !i cutting in gardening.
Securely, with too great confidence.
Seel, to close up.
Seeling, blinding.
Seeming, specious, hypocritical.
Seeming, seemly.
Seen, versed, practised.
Seld, seldom.
Self-bounty, inherent generosity.
Semblably, in resemblance, alike.

Seniory, seniority.

Sennet, a flourish or sotmding.
Sense, reason, natural affection, feeling, sensual

passion.
Sensible, having sensation.

Septentrion, the north.

Sequestration, separation.

Sere, or sear, dry.
Sei^eant, a bail i it' or sheriff's officer.

Serpigo, a kind of tetter.

Serve, to fulfil.

Serve, to accompany.
Set, seated.

Setebos, a species of devil.

Several, separated, appropriated.
Sewer, an officer who placed the dishes on the tabid-.

Shame, to disgrace.

Shame, modesty.
Shard-borne, borne by shards or scaly wings.
Shards, the wings of a beetle.

Shards, broken pots or tiles.

Sharked, picked up as a shark collects his prey.

Sheen, shining, splendour, lustre.

Sheer, pellucid, transparent.

Shent, scolded, rebuked, ashamed, disgracedv.



xliT GLOSSARY.

Shent, to reprove harshly.
Sheriff's- post, a large post set up at the door of

that officer for affixing proclamations, 4ic.

Shive, a slice.

Shot, shooter.

Shovel-board, a game.
Shoughs, shocks, a species of dog.
Shouldered, rudely thrust into.

Shrewd, having the qualities of a shrew.
Shrift, confession.

Shrive, to confess, to call to confession.

Shut-up. to conclude.
Side-sleeves, long sleeves.

Siege, stool, seat, rank.
Sight, the perforated part of a helmet.
Sightless, unsightly.

Sign, to show, to denote.

Silly, simple or rustick.

Silly, sooth, plain, simple truth.

Sincere, honp.st.

Sinew, strength.

Single, weak, dehile, small, void of duplicity or guile.

Sink-a-pace, cinque-pace, a dance.

Sir, the designation of a parson.

Sir-reverence, a corruption of save-reverence.

Sith, since.

Sithence. thence.

Sizes, allowances of victuals.

Skains-mates, loose companions.
Skirr, to scour, to rtde hastily.

Slack, to neglect.

Slave, to treat as a slave.

Sleave, the ravelled knotty part of the silk.

Sledded, riding in a sled or sledge.

Slights, arts, subtle practices.

Slips, a contrivance of leather to start two dogs at

the same time-

Sliver, to cut a piece or slice.

Slops, loose breeches or trowsers, tawdry dress.

Slough, the skin which the serpent annually throws,

off.

Slower, more serious.

Sluhber, to do any thing carelessly, imperfectly, to.

obscure.
Smilingly, with signs of pleasure.

Smirched, soiled or obscured.

Smooth, to stroke, to caress, to fondle.
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Sneap, to check or rebuke, a rebuk*.
Sneaping, nipping.

Sneck-up, a cant phrase/go hang yourself.
Snuff, tasty anger.
Snuffs, dislikes.

Soil, spot, turpitude, reproach.
Solely, alone.

Solicit, courtship.
Solicit, to excite.

Soliciting, information.
Solidares, an unknown coin.
Sometimes, fonaierly.

Sooth, truth.

Sooth, sweetness.
Sorriest, worthless, vile.

Sorry, sorrowful or dismal.
Sort, to choose out.

Sort, a company, a pack, ranks aad degrees of men.
Sort, to happen, to agree.
Sort, the lot.

Sort and suit, figure and rank.
Sot, a'fool.

Soul-fearing, soul-appalling,

Sound, to declare or publish.
Sound, soundly.
Sowl, to pull by the ears.

Sowter, perhaps the name of a hound.
Spanned, measured.
Specialty, particular rights.

Sped, the fate decided.
Speed, event.

Sperr, to shut up, defend by bars, &c.
Spleeu, humour, caprice, spirit, resentment.
Spleen, violent hurry, tumultuous speed.
Spleens, inclination to spiteful mirth.
Spot, stain or disgrace.

Spotted, wicked.
Sprag, or epackt, apt to learn.

Spread, to stand separately.

Sprighted, haunted.
Sprights, spirits.

Springhalt, a disease incident to horses.

Springing, blooming, in the spring of life.

Sprightly, ghostly.

Spurs, the longest and largest roots of trees.

Square, to quarrel.

S<juare, regular, equitable, just, suitable.
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Square, compasSj comprehension, complement.
Sqtiarer, a quarrelsome fellow.

Squash, an immature peascod.
Squiny, to look asquint.

Squire, a square or rule.

Stagfceis, delirious perturbation.
Stale, a liait or decoy to catch btrde.
Stale, a pretence.

Stale, to allure.

Stand, to withstand, to resist.

Standing bowls, bowls elerated en feet.

Stannyal, the common stone-hawk.
Star, a scar of that appearance.
Stark, stiff.

Starkly, stiffly.

Starred, destined.

State, a chair with a canopy over it.

State, official state, dignity.
States, persons of high lank.
Station, the act of standing.
Statist, statesman. ^
Statue, a portrait.
Staves, the wood of the lances.
Stay, a hinderer, a supporter.
Stead, to assist or help.

Stiekiiij^-place, the stop in a machine.
Sticklers, arbitrators, judges, sidesmen.
Stigmatical, marked or stigmatized.
Stigmatick, one on whom nature has set a mark of

deformity.
Still, constant or continual.
Stilly, gently, lowly.
Stint, to stop, to retard,

Stith, an anvil.

Stoccata, a thrust or stab with a rapier.

Stock, a term in fencing.
Stock, stocking.

Stomach, passion, pride, stubborn resolution, con-
stancy, resolution.

Stoop, a measure somewhat more than half agalloD.
Stover, a kind of thatch.

Stoup, a kind of flagon.

Strachy, probably some kind of domesUck office.

Straight, immediately.
Strain, descent, lineage.

Strain, difficulty, doubt.
Strait, narrow, avaricious.
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Straited, put to difficulties.

Strange, odd, different from.
Strimge, alien, liecoming a stranger, a stranger.
Strangely, wonderfully.
Strangeness, shyness, distant behaviour.
Stranger, an alien.

Strangle, to suppress.
Stratagem, great or dreadful event.
Strict, hard.
Strive, to contend.
StTic't, a thrust in feucing. See Stoccata, Stook.
Stuff, baf^gage.

Stuff, sabstance or essence.
Stuffed, plenty, more than enough.
Subscribe, to agree to.

Subscribe, to yield, to surrender.
Subscription, obedience.
Submerged, whelmed under water.
Subtilty, deception.
Subtle, smooth, level.

Success, succession.
Successive, belonging to the succession.
Successively, liy order of succession.
Sudden, violent
Sufficiency, abilities.

Suggest, to tempt, to prompt, to instigate.
Suggestion, hint.

Suggestions, temptations.
Suited, dressed.
Sullen, obstinately troublesome.
Summer-swelling, that which swells or expands m
summer.

Sumnioners, summoning officers.

Sumpter,a horse that carries necessaries on ajourney.
Superstitious, serving with superstitious attention.
Supposed, counterfeited, imagined.
Sure, safe, out of danger, surely.
Sur-reined, over-worked or ridden.
Suspire, to breathe.
Swaggerer, a roaring, fighting fellow.
Swart, or swarth, black or dark brown.
Swarth, or swath, as much grass or corn as a,

mower cuts down at one stroke of his scythe.
Swashing, noisy, bullying.
Swath, the dress of a new-born child.

Sway, the whole weight, momeDtum.
Sweeting] a species of apple.
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Swinge-bucklers, rakes, rioters.

Swoop, the descent of a bird of prey.

T.

Table, the palm of the hand extended.

Table, a picture.

Tables, talile-hooVs, memoraudums.
Tabourhie, a small drum.
Tag, the lowest of the populace.

Taint, to throw a blur upon.

Take, to strike with a disease, to blast.

Take-in, to conquer, to get the better of.

Take-up, to contradict, to call to an account.

Take-up, to levy.

Tall, stout, hold, courageous.
Tallow-keech, the fat of an ox or cow.

Tame, ineffectual.

Tame snake, a contemptible fellow.

Tamed, flat, spiritless.

Tarre, to stimulate, to excite, provoke.

Tartar, Tartarus, the fablad place of future punish-

ment.
Task, to keep busied with scruples.

Tasked, taxed.
Taurus, sides and heart in medical astrology.

Tawdiy, a kind of necklaces worn by country girb.

Taxation, censure or satire.

Teen, sorrow, grief.

Temper, to mould like wax.
Temperance, temperature.

Tempered, rendered pliable.

TentI, to attend upon, to wait for.

Tender, to regard with affection.

Tend'ring, watching with tenderness.

Tent, to take up residence.

Tercel, the male hawk.
Termagant, the god of the Saracens.

Termagant, furious.

Tested, brought to the test.

Testern, to gratify with a tester or sixpence.

Tetchy, touchy, peevish, fretful.

Tharborough, thirdborough, a peace officer.

Therae, a subject.

Theorick, theory.

Ttewes, muscular strength.

Thick, in quick succession.

Thick-pleached, thickly interwoven.
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Thill, the shafts of a cart.

Thirdborougb. See Tharborough. .

Thought, melancholy.
Thrasonical, boHstfut, bragging.
Thread, fibre or part.

Thread, to pass through.
Three-man-bee tie, an implement used for driving:

piles.

Three-pile, rich velvet-

Thrift, a state of prosperity.

Throes, emits as in parturition.

Thrum, the extremity of a weaver's warp.
Thrummed, made of coarse woollen cloth.

Tib, a strumpet.
Tickle, ticklish.

Tickle-brain, some strong liquor.

Tight, handy, adroit,

Tightly, cleverly, adroitly.

Tilly-valley, an interjection of contempt.
Tilth, tillage.

Timeless, untimely.
Tinct, tincture.

Tire, head-dress.
Tire, to fasten, to fix the talons en.

Tire, to be idly employed on.

Tired, adorned with ribands.

Tod, to yield or produce a tod,or,twenty-eight pounds.
Tokened, spotted as in the plague.

Toll, to enter on the toll-book.

Tolling, taking toll.

Tomboy, a masculine forward girl.

Topless, that which, has nothing above it, supreme^
Topple, to tumble.
Touch, sensation, sense, feeling.

Touch, exploit or stroke.

Touch, a spice or particle.

Touch, touchstone.

Touches, features.

Touched, tried.

Toward, in a state of readiness.

Toys, rumours, idle reports, fancies, freaks of

imagination.
Toze, to pull or pluck.
Trace, to follow.

Trade, a custom, an established habit.

Traditional, adherent to old customs.

Trail, the scent left by the passage of the game.
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Traitress, a term of endearment.
Tranect, a ferry.

Translate, to transfer, to explain.
Trash, a hunting phrase, to correct.

Travel, to stroll.

Traverse, a term in military exercise.

Traversed, across.

Tray-trip, some kind of ijame.

Treachers, treacherous persons.
Trenched, cut, cawed.
Trick, peculiarity of voice, face, &c.
Trick, smeared, jiaiiited, in heraldi-y.

Tricking, dress.

Tricksy, clever, adroit.

Triumphs, masques, revels, publick exhibitions.
Trojan, cant word for a thief.

Troll, to dismiss trippingly from the tongue.
Trol-my-dames, a game.
Trossers, trowsers.
Trow, to believe.

Tucket, or tucket sonnuance, a flourish.

Turlygood, or Turlupin, a species of gypS)'.
Turn, to become acescent.
Turquoise, a precious stone.

Twangling, an expression of contempt.
Twigging, wickered.
Tyed, limited, circumscribed.
Type, distinguishing mark, show or emblem.
Tything, division of a place, a district.

V.

Vail,to condescend to look,to let (iown,to bow,to sink.

Vailing, lowering.
Vain, vanity. i

Vain, light of tongue, tiot veracious.

Valanced, fringed with a beard.
Validity, value.
Vantage, convenience, opportunity, advantage,
Vantbrace, amiour for the arm.
Varlet, a servant or footman to a warrior.

Vast, waste, dreary.

Vaunt, the avant, what went before.

Vaward, the fore part.

Velure, velvet,

Venew, a bout, a term in fencing.

Vengeance, mischief.

\&at, rumour, matter for discourse.
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' Ventages, the holes of a flute.

Veiiys> hits in fencing.

Verbal, verbose, full of talk.

Verify, to bear true witness.
Very, immediate.
Via, a cant phrase of exultation.
Vice, the fool of the old moralities.
Vice, to advise.
Vice, grasp.
Vie, to contend in rivalry.
Vied, bragged.
Viewless, unseen, invisible-

Villain, a worthless fellow, a servant.
Virgiualling, playing on the virginal, a spianet.
Virtue, the most efficacious part, valour,
Virtuous, salutiferous.

' Virluous, belonging to good breeding.
Vixen, or tixen, a female fox.

Vizaments, advisements.
Voluntary, voluntarily.
Votarist, supplicant.
Vouchsafed, vouchsafing.
Vox, tone or voice.

Vulgar, common.
Vulgarly, publickly.

Umber, a dusky yellow-coloured earth.
Umbered, discoloured by the gleam of fire.
Unaccustomed, unseemly, indecent.
Unaneled, without extreme unction.
Utiavoided, unavoidable.
Unbarbed, untrimmed, unshaven.
Unbated, not blunted.
Unbolt, to open, explain
Unl)oIted, coarse-
Unbookish, ignorant.
Unbreathed, unexercised, unpractised.
Uiicape, to dig out, a term in fox-hunting.
Uncharged, unattaeked.
Unclew, to draw out, to exhaust.
Uncoined, real, unrefined, unadorned.
Unconfirmed, unpractised in the ways of the world.
Under generation, the antipodes.
Undergo, to be subject to.

Under-skinker, a tapster, an under-drawer.
Undertaker, one who takes upon himself the quarrel
of another.

I



ui GLOSSARY.

UnderwrUe, to subacribe, to obey.

Under-vvrought, under-worked, undeteimined

.

Undeserving, undeserved.

Unearned, not deserved.

Uneath, scarcely, jjot easily.

Unexpressive, inexpressible.

Unhappy, miscbieviously waggish, unlucky.

Unhoused, free from domestick cares.

Unhouseled, not having received the sacrament.

Unimproved, not guided by knowledge or experience.

Union, a species of pearl.

Unkind, contrary to kind or nature.

Unmasteved, licentious.

Unowed, that which has no owner.

Unpregnantj not quickened.

Unproper, common-
Unqualitied, unmanned, disarmed of his faculties.

Unquestionable, unwilling to be conversed with.

Unready, undressed.
"Unrespective, inattentive to consequences

Unrest, disquiet.

Unrough, smooth-faced, unbearded.

Unsisted, untried.

Unsisting, always opening, never at rest.

Unsmirched, clean, not defiled,

Unsquared, unadapted to their subject.

Unstanched, incontinent.

Untempeviog, not tempering, not softening.

Untraced, singular, not in common use.

Untrimmed, undressed.

Untruth, disloyalty, treachery,

ifnvalued, invaluable.

Upspring, upstart.

Urchins, hedge-hogs, or perhaps fairies.

Usance, usury.
Use, to make a practice of.

Use, interest.

Used, behaved.
Usurping, false.

Utis, a merry festival.

Utter, to vend by retail.

Utterance, a phrase in combat, extremity.

Waft, to beckon.
Wage, to fight, to combat, to prescribe to.

Wages, is equal to.

W.
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Waist, the part between the quarter-deck and the
, forecastle.

Waist, the middle.
Walk, a district in a forest.
Wannion, vengeance.

J Ward, posture of defence,

i

Ward, guardianship.
Warden, a species of pears.
Warder, guard, sentinel.
Warn, to summon.
Wassels, meetings of rustick mirth.
Watch, a walch-lighi.
Water-work, water-colours-
Wax, to grow.
Waxen, increased.
Wealth, advantage, happiness.

( Wear, the fashion,

j

Wee, little.

( Weeds, clothing.
' W^een, to think, to imagine.

Weet, to know.

I

Weigh, to value or esteem, to deliberate.
' Welkin, the colour of the sky, blue.

Well-found, of acknowledged excellence.
1

Well-liking, plump, enbonpoiut.
Wen, swollen excrescence.

1 Wend, to go.
I Whelked, varied with protuberances
' Whe'r, whether.

Where, whereas.
Whiffler, an ofaeer who walks first in processions.
Whiles, until.

Whip, the crack, the best.
Whipstock, a carter's whip.
Whirring, hurrying away.
White, the white mark in archery.
White death, the chlorosis.
Whiting-time, bleaching time, spring.
Whitsters, the bleachers of linen.
Whittle, a species of knife.
Whooping, measure or reckoning.
Wide, remotely from, wide of the mark.
Wilderness, wildness.
Will, wilfulness.

Wimple, a hood or veil.

Winter-ground, to protect against the inclemency
ef winter.
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Wis, fo Icnow.

"Wit, to tnow.
Witch, to charm, to hewitch.

WitK, senses.

Wittol, knowing, conscious of.

Witty, judicious, cunning.

Woe, to be sorry. •

Woman, to affect suddenly and deeply.

Woman-tired, hen-pecked.
Wondertsd, able to perform wonders.

Wood, crazy, frantic.

Wooiiman, an attendant on the forester.

Woolward, a phrase appropriated to pilgrims

peiiitenliaries.

Words, dispute, contention.

WorkiDf^s, !ahoui-i of thought.

World, to go to the, to hi; married.

Worth, wealth or fortune, the value, full quot

proportion.

Worts, cahhiTge.

Wot, to kno\v.

AVound, twisted nbout.

Wreak, resentment.
Wreak, to revenge.

Wrest, instrument for tuning the harp.

Wrested, cl'tained by violence.

Writ, wi-itintr. composition.

Wrilhled. vvriokled

Wrongs, the:, persons who wrong.

Wrongs, iniurit'ua practices.

Wrought, worked, agituted.

Wrung, prestied, strained.

Y.

Yarely, readily, nimbly.

Yeavfl's, grievas or vcxiis.

Yeasty, or yesty, ioaming or frothy

Yeild, to jufurm of, condescend t&.

Yeild. to lewai-d.

Yellown^sa, iealoufy.

\eoman, fi bailiff's follower.

Yesty, See Yeasty
^

Zany, a buflxjoUj a raerry-andrew.

Corrall, Printer.
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